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JACK Stewart, alias Jacques Dioco—A splendid type of the 
great organization, the American Mounted Scouts, whose 
lives pass in the terrible dangers of the American-Can-. 
adian frontier, where outlaws; bandits, smugglers, gun- 
ighters and bad men generally congregate, Sergeant 
Jack Stewart is sent from Washington by the Secret — 
Service bureau to track down and arrest the bandit gang : 
of Henri Falloux, who for years have been. terrorizing © 
the Canadian-North Dakota border line. How he gained 
access to the smugglers’ camp at Line City, ‘disguised as 


Jacques Diogo, and how he fulfilled his duty in spite ots: 


beautiful Marie Falloux is a picture of heroic, fighting, , 
. young Américam: manhood. 0 yh ys ieee aoe 
MaAriE Fattoux—Hazel-eyed, regular of feature, “perfect of 
form, she is a demon.in womanhood, She is the real 
brains of the renegade gang at Line City, and the story 
of her trickery, her, bravery, her devilishness, with now _ 
and then a true feminine charm,-is now a part of the 
history of the up-rooting of the greatest gang of des-— 
peradoes, the West has known in many years. — nee 
Henrt Fattoux—A French-Canadian, who. has been a lawyer, 
real estate dealer, millionaire, but who for years led the 
Falloux band of robber-rovers, and whose death makes a 
dramatic picture in the crimson flow that ebbed about. 
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the desperate men he had gathered together. eet bag 
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Paut Vance—An American Mounted Scout Trooper, with a 
_ lusty delight in battle, and whose jaw ached after his 
little altereation with the wild-eat woman of the brigand 
MANE fe one | , “ 
Curt Loo—A Chinese pirate, whose terrible death makes him 
one of the. men marked for a fatal ending by fate. 


Wine Tunc—A Chinese robber, and associate, and supporter 


of the unfortunate Chee Loo. 


_ Quonc Duck—A Chinese rover, whose support of Chee Loo, 


and Wing Tung, although accomplished from his lust 
' for gold, made a happy tinge to the somber cloud that 
settled over the lives of some of the red-blood characters 
in this story. 
_ birth, but who bore his troubles like a man, and played a 
man’s part all through these interesting pages. 
Mrs. Henrt FALLoux—A woman of mystery, whose sad story 
-. of man’s. inhumanity to women makes countless thous- 
1, SS AROMAT ED 0 ‘ 
StRoNG-HaNp—A_ piratical, thieving Dog-Rib renegade of an 
AD a WIRELESS ace a TES pe ATED | 


Pic-rAcen Butts—In a class by himself, unfortunate at 


- BRokEN- Winc—A_ Dog-Rib Indian, the embodiment of 
et ogutk eBChery, 
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lack hulk, that could be dimly seen floating in the 
» waters of the Red River, on the border line separating 
_ the United States from Canada. | 


A Sergeant Stewart was standing on the American 
side of the river as he spoke. | r 


de Dimly. in the distance the Canadian shore showed 


dark and bleak on. the horizon, 
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“had Jack’ Stewart, followed the watch-word to the 


limit. sms “ 
| After listening ; a “moment t Stewart blew a soit note a 


wea 
eam 
a 


The roar of the rifle the Scout ned broke the 


stillness. 
The flame from the weapon . made a ‘sudden flare | of 


 dight in the pitchy dariness! : NGI Baie 
> Then there came a cry of pain ehien: echoed ‘over. 


the wide river. 


again, upon. his silver whistle. at oS 

Soft as was the sound it was quickly followed by 
| a second note from another whistle. | 

“T got someone that shot,” cried aca re cE Uaaape: “ Where did that sound come from? ” said efaark 
I hit eae Falloux, that infernal Coes _to his horse. tee Confound these nights up here on 
leader of the Border Jumpers.” sus mene ERE Canadian: gag North Dakota border line. ‘They 

The sound of oars being propelled throwen' the water are SO clear that’ sound seems ‘to come oe every — 
at quick speed came to the ears of the Scout. Sree eee of the compass at once.’ | 

He peered through the darkness. _ Stewart again listened ong. 


“They are getting away from me,” Siowiet ee “Who! Me ROE Ro ey EA ist tl fe 
“Well, better luck next time. But I feel sure that I Again came to his anxious ear - the long note of t e sa 


‘ait someone. that shot. That cry of een told its own es whistle his. note had called into activity. | 
story.” ST hen there came the soft tramp of a walking horse}. 


Stewart ficew ihe eae ait ae ee ane ane coming forward from over the prairie-like bottom land A a 


a quick gesture. He turned to his horse who stood that skirted the noble Red River. 
near, not at all dismayed by the shot, and gave a low - Stewart hitched his revolver from his right hip sit 


note on a silver whistle that he carried ee a ee yracd but merely in a precautionary way. He ty 











about his neck. sure that the approaching | horse bore a friend. ike 
The intelligent animal, a beautiful bay abd of fie o he m4 ied sharply im in an undertone— ee 
ae and force, turned when he nea e the signal and hur: Halt ty or he 


tied to his rider. Bt at The advancing horse bean eusiately. ‘but his a 


“Good old chap, fine old Don,” said Stewart softly” impatient, hoofs could be heard pawing the earth. iy f 
“ Having halted me, is it your intention to shoot — 


iN as he fondled the splendid animal and gave ita AMD 

[ of sugar. et came a soft, but rather angry voice out of the fi: ‘a 
E ar al 
fi The ‘horse Miahined the ‘sweet morsel and awaited vf That | ee ; ‘t Paul?” 
ug the attempt of his rider to mount. oe oe eee Ae tee oes Gree eg 
a But Stewart was in no hurr an ah | ; PER: 3 én 
j y _ There was a mocking ring in the voice. ‘ a . 


He kept straining his eyes toward the river in hope | 
? of hearing again the muffled stroke of oars. 

‘5 “JT can not swim after the boat,” Stewart BtteeeA 
- “Ts not my night for flying—well, I taney the best 
Z thing to do is to ride onward.” | 

Stewart wore the summer uniform of ie ee : 
Mounted Scouts, of kahaki, with a wide-brimmed soft. 
felt hat of gray; around his waist was a cartridge belt, 
stuffed with deadly looking conical oa in shining ~ 
copper tubes. 


“Hey, Vance is that you?” insisted Stewart. 

i Again must I tell you that my name isn’t Paul, | 
nor is it Vance, and I am willing to Bee. that either a 
name wouldn’t fit me because you see—” rie ik 

“Thunder,” cried Stewart as he terrane i W 
speaker, “if it isn’t a girl!” ~ , 
“JT admit it. With sack-cloth and in ashes I adtiit. 
it. I didn’t want to be born a girl, but I was—and 
there you are; I mean here I am.” 
ce ia ees ie sae estas ae Stewart was sure that he was not sorry to. see ‘the 


age girl. She was an absolutely pleasin er a 
ar a d belt swept £ R g personage of 
le way ; a second belt swept from shoulder to shoul twenty years of age; with ash brown hair, anda very 


ae der, bearing the cartridges for Stewart’s rifle: the 
ane ! ex ressive a L ; 
rifle itself being usually carried strapped to the shoul- me ee ac ae oe *e ee 

der. eee MC MAL HO ee RoR TENE I Laan eat pl y rising moon | 
ee , Deets) Pe NANG Head | APU ne wa nye 8 revealed: these facts to Stewart. eri 
me : High boots, with a Spanish spur attached to each Stewart noticed further that the oi cael: ise 
ee ateat fol eb bienkets on the haunches of the fine revolvers in her saddle-holsters with two others | 
horse; a lasso, a tiny pair of saddle-bags bearing a around her slender waist, and that she was dressed i in Oy 


af 


| trifle of flour, some odds and ends, and Stewart, who a brown, short-skirted riding suit, rode astride in true 
os was expected to subsist i in the wilds he traversed upon border fashion, and was laughing at hi she ae 
i penis own expert marksmanship, was eS for his daily ceptibly as ‘she sat on her “horse watching ‘bis | 4 Fj 
o A tol. 3 | isa Nop tae : frank amazement: ) ‘a 
P The watch- ed of the American Scouts told what : Do you usually run around in the es with cote | 
ee his duty each day would be. oe Ai Me wes able guns attached to your pleasing self, or to the able ¥ 
A a _ This is the watch-word: Waste No Words Bhas horse you are riding?” queried Jack. | 
COR NANI lA hy Sct as Beaty iit 
a Very Little Ammunition.” . “T ride when and where I chOnSE,, . replied the a 1 og 
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Poa) rs 
? Vor Ti 


as she ene ee finely echel: eye-brows. ‘dewaio over 
here changeful ¢ eyes, in a fit. of ; anger, “and Louse the 





. guns whenever a think it meee yy Nig, ar as ee atts A 


‘Do. not think it. necessary,” ‘replied, Stewart swith 


the same note of mockery in his’ voice as: ‘the girl : so. 
tz fo, “Why should we: quar 





recently had aroided: him. 
rel 7 eee 


‘ Goodness wees T one aaah: 2 quarrel. nen i 





not pleasant anyway, quarrelling. Let’s be friends.” ni 


With pleasure, but at the same. time would you | 
mind\telling me, how you managed to get here, far 


from anywhere in evan along this hour of the” 
night? a tes Sei é brite OT gs i 










be but because if have lost my ben aaa 
“What was your way?” 
“ The trail to Line City M as Ne te oe 
sO Line City ; where is Eee Ban Bahn cb a 
at Gos) t know. At I did T would not. be fs e talking 
to you.” é aes Res 


ae i 
if 


“2 never ‘heard of Tink City” my re . | OEY 


Nor did anyone else but. me, the seven faehee ute’ 


people that live there, the ‘seventy or ‘eighty, ‘China? 


men, a few Indians s, “about fiat Co and | a fair 


sprinkling of cats.” san ae 





“ Then there is sien a. place | as. ee City?’ Pee s. 4 


“ Durely. TE started two. years ago to. be the great “you: Took at. all. the family portraits in our album—_ 


metropolis of this part of the world.- It got ‘its. name 
because it’s on the border between Uncle Sam and © 
King George, of England. It was to. be the Great 
Line. City gia Ae bial tes 
“t DUe whee has happened to i? haaKG = Nee, ? 
“Tt kind of petered out. Didn’t : assay up. on Saal 


ard. Was ate ees ang the ¢ ore wasn t what she: 


ought to wasiar))e4 UU ae Naa Meena 
“Tt kinder. shunpere eh?” sth es ae ae ee 2 
“Yes. There’s nothing there. now but one. so- 
called-hotel, one so-called-grocery-store-butcher- shop, 
a saloon, and one shack, or so, devoted to. Ont red and 


i t 
44! ‘ 7 


yellow friends.” eH Nes ny Ae RE 
“ Meaning Chinamen and indian” Beas 
“ Chinks and Redders, we call ’ ’em. out nee: rs 
“ Good name for them, at that. But. how do. the. 
Chinks and Redders get a living?” . Seah Ny SEAR A, 
“ The good Lord alone knows; I don't. 


ested in Indians and Chinamen, as to Ly, and By into” 
their private lives.” “hea Waar: et . 


Stewart grinned. See NC ie . . LNG os uy 


7 ee 
pn 


“ How do you er is 


“ By eating, drinking—water, sad seeping, thes same 


DOW cA sharin cen Dt 
as you do. Honest I’m no angel. er SAIL Re 
“Tf you are one you’re a caheenual one.’ 


“But I will be one if, a don’t Bet some food ae 


haven’t eaten since sun up.” - PEP 
Stewart dove down into his wide ere, fished 


out some smoked ay LOPE: some e bread, a flask, of red- vis, 


we 


~ the 
ut Se 


"i : Sev y 


Soe Cm Te De. 


OL ATR TES: oe ak ae ae et Si sos 
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ee Mother. alive?” af: 


Site 3 seem : 


to get one; that is all I know. I'm not. SO. ‘much: inter- marked. 


| challenge. 


Ht : day.” 


(et MUS 


wine, and. uinded Dien all to the Cane he sat ‘ents 3 cha 


few, feet away on her horse, in easy reach, | 


a Don’ t be an angel, fi cried Stewart. f I do not know i 


‘how to. talk to angels.” eae en 
The girl grasped the food Bees 


- surely must look like WOR. ser rey sl 


The girl ate her portion with the appetite of a per- 
fectly healthy young woman in a starving state. 


ut You see,” she finally. said, mite this straightens up 


he situation remarkably. I don’t feel that life in Line © 
City is worth ee as s mich as: I did fifteen minutes 
“ Simple as can ve. L am 1 ake not oe Feo? 


hide 


ie IT ne follow it to a home.” 

ie “Always live i in, Line City? i" x 

6 ‘Yep.’ 2 fe as? | > zi ; 

4 Born’ there?” ae ee end, | Ni 


a epee) 0 sie Se aAeg 
ae father alive? 2% | 


PA Yep.” i oe ¥ NS ae a 


MP Nise ; os Ses is i | | : ei TS 


. The girl. was laughing inwardly Stewart saw. 


a ‘Come around some day,” she added. “I will let 


“say we have a lovely album. ‘ 


The girl then began cross questioning Stewart. 
“ Where are you from?” 


. “Grand Forks, North Dakota.” | 
“You wear the uniform of an. American Mounted 


Bebe Rp ante ee 
“ae girl’ s face was filled with Suspicion. 


“You men are the guardians of the border-mounted 


- custom house officers aaene other things,” ‘She added. 
“Ves.” : 


ma You etic a lot of trouble out here.” 
i Only for those who are criminals.” 


; - Oe 


The girl passed into a fun Her face 
“seemed to be. trying to keep from eapseseing a puzzi- 


tig: thought. 


“1 do not like the Mounted Scouts,’ ae finally re- 
Dh © Why? noi? par a 

“Some day I will tell you.” 

Her fearless. hazel eyes looked deep into Stewart’s 
brown ones. There was in the girl’s eyes a subtle 
“I am ready, any 


= Any: day,” ee Stewart. 


The girl laughed with a little catch behind the 
laughter that was almost a sob. 


_ See,” she cried, ‘ ‘the: moon is rising, yes, there it 
‘the: inconstant moon.’ And here comes your part- 


SO OE : 
AS os hee 


4 never heard a male angel: described but ‘they 


a But suppose v we find the trail to Line ¢ Citythen sc 
| via? Ded ok ee 































“THE {AMERICAN 1 





‘ner, tie: Paul RVaiien: you ten . was, , before you 
ie - knew that I. was, just plain hy 4 pera a 
ae There was 2 quick plunge foun the ont. fretted 


ink, 


me of dust; just as ‘Vance trotted into sight over a inear-by Peay What. has’ that So refined gn got t to do with ef 
~ knoll in the river bottom, CS TLC Ri Nn CACO PA Heart Fallowx? ’ Pe lis as oe re Ara 
x ORS only. ‘she is ‘his: dauatiee Marie ‘Falloux, and 


flashed by him. ! ee 
He gazed eae aioe we eine aie : 
Then he trotted his horse onward to’ ‘Stewart. 


“ Hello,” Vance said cordially. i A : 
* Hello,” replied SECM NUMA HANSON PAC R OR ote 
i Charming girl, eh, for a. rendezvous?” i oe Mi a ty 
Nene a8 Oh ante ody aie etn Uta eS eae 
PO ARP a te ww Phaeton Nadas Wt ann aie EO ay 
eA NVR aS TBR ec ces a ea Ea aa cus 
f “That she is a charming “girl.” 72 Nee CMH ats 
; “Ves, she seemed to be. She had lost her way." 
“Who ‘had. lost her way? . NSE Re ae ae ge 
“That girl.” Se ASH Wie — tee 

“Excuse me now. I, begin: ‘to. understand, You 
mean the girl told you she had lost her Way or ae an 
a “Yes. That is what she said; had lost her sae 
L from Line City, and was’ trying to ay back to the 

trail leading there.” 

_ “Well, if she was frying to eae Buck to he ae | 
and had. lost her way, why did. she bolt. so. quickly 
bs when her sharp eyes came across me eh?” Bie Seem a 
i. “How do Tlknow?”, 64 | coc eee aha 
oe) NOE Course, you: don’t know. But she did" aourigae 
¥ eh eas Eh: ats ; t fo Nees a os 3 yay 
ek “She knew that Jack Stewart was a new Mupaiel 
Be) FScout on this patrol or she wouldn’ t have given roe 
that story. It was easy, meat, in yous She saw quicely” 

Ric ay +h don't anderstand aU | 
A -- “OF course not. Oh, eoucen why de Dedisiehon : 
a. Cy Secret. Service people take on such chaps. as raw as 
you and make ’em Scouts, and send ‘em out here on 
the border line, where we need experienced men—now 
don’t get mad, Jack, I know you are as good a man, if 
“es as brave a man as there. is in. the Service, but ee 


a - see, old chap,-you are raw to ‘this country, and that i is. 
gular ae you got it handed to you by that ae He | 


















No. question ef e Te is an uietane fait aaoacen a 


pees ies. a gun-man known all over the frontier, cand It 
a is to apprehend him. and prips® him, to a ee ae 

and Ti are in. these parts.” : 4 
se “Our orders are to: get a case | on hi, a 






| aa Well, adie: auaeee BA a ae 5 ; 
i you think we ‘eis, a. i watt chance of f winning e 


-broncho; she was gone like a dream, ina great. at after your being taken. in, by that girl?” 


Vance turned in his saddle as ‘the female whirlwind | 


S handit by profession, a smuggler, a border jumper, faee 3 


nS ete ran ‘back helplessly toward | Vance, 9 
ate ed ce A a ae De 
res OW) SS Lee eae 


has +i > nn ee x a 
ea LAM ay Sangh? ek Me Pee AiR Tac" 
Sede iar |) ae “ae” oS : bs 1 
ja aries: SA° PRES pha tae CT PA, 
AN ae ba 52 +) ys - he < ‘ 
ie At ST fas od aro ut 
hPa “0h th > _ 
& A 4 ‘ t : ¥ 


: a5 et ae tate : € 
: brat GF . > Pe oes : ~ > 
pn > Ff ERe : 7 : - 
oti at sh ; hg Aes. Pye a F 
wires \ whe ie Ta. , 
es,’ : Senet - 507 toe thst) oS Ee Ks “3 
) , f) EN coh 349 ea Suan 
ep SB " 7 


41%) 
% ts 


she has put up. this ‘game on: you, omy. boy. 
ae the dove. 
“not lose. her blindfolded in these. parts. ; 


gta American ‘Mounted | Scout, ‘got your alley quick, 
found out that % was “with you, for she knows me well, 


and ‘then, off she’ skips to ee her father, wen. will 


“sight. 
pair of hazel “eyes.” ean 


Stewart was. the picture | of mortification. 
a att By. thunder, . he cried, 
‘onght not: to be in the force.” 


my a ‘What i is s the arccee? a ‘rejoined Vance. 
i) “ The girl has got my wallet!” aie 


oe What??? 


ch She has” my “wallet with the 
~ father’ 5 arrest. in it. 


her the wallet.” 


be . 


Stewart put spurs to ai horse and chad in the 


direction the girl had disappeared. 


“Hold, on a EIOE, a Vance, * ‘where are y a 
“you going?’ ve : pase a rh o4 a 
ie To: get hae my papers com that girl, z ey ba ko ht 
S Seawhet 3 | | 5 al, ie 
ce Hie 
: Stop, you Esa don’t you ai if you eet near cr 


"that gitl she will shoot. you as she would a. wildcat?” 


Seow’ who had caught sight. of the girl tearing 
ee In wonderful. ‘speed, ahead of him, on her y 


EAU it handed to me—explain? ” Me a Te % e | . broncho, gave a yell of triumph. — | A eth 
ene . Do you know who i is the. man we are e after? ” 7 i ‘ eate put spurs to his horse. Sete a Sp 
Wale AT course FE do.” a 3 Sis i ay Cae a zy pet a a) Hohe! girl looked ‘back. eh Ti “ak | ey mM 
OW he saver n, Mo mati ah sea cae : / She saw that she ‘was. pursued. 60-9. S ae 
=“ Henri Falloux, he. Border. Jumper.” Bais a ie ee aes reined in her handsome horse. — | eertee 

oh The worst seoundrel on ie border, ‘you: will ad. | Again: Stewart gave his: triumphant yell. gs Wee a 

mit ES ape Ree cee Ove Deere 3 ot ene girl turned. her horse sideways. “ie Saitten 


In her hand glittered her revolver. 


his. length on the ground. 





She is 
“wise as a ‘serpent, ‘and. not by any ‘means, as” harmless 
She. is ‘a. dead. shot, as woman. of brains, 
a daring’ rider, devoted to. her father, and you could 
‘She sold you 


| te a gold brick, t ‘got. near enough to | know , that you were’ 


Oh, Jack, you sold out to: a pretty face one dec a 


is guess you are right. ‘be 
| Then. be gave” an awtul OEY of astonishment and a 
“rage. ! 


warrant for her 
T had it in my saddle-bag, When 
-T handed her. the food, I must have accidently handed 


- There. was a flash; a sharp report. wer Sh ak: 4 
stack. Stewart, “Sergeant in the Wihesican Mounted a 
| “Seba with the quick crack that. came from the girl’s fi 

_ weapon, plunged | heavily. ain forward, aoe scan 





La . Z 
fe 


“ 


4 


placed.” GEES. MADEN S Ser = 4 ie gO to find Marie Falloux? Say, why not make 
“ T was shot then? 7 ee ROA aden te aR 


-bullet put ees him Lan es than ae aie in mny,  Siehact ae hist ea 











dpe my i 
has Pos Nas Ys 2 


: 4 
Aha 


had. dimou Gin ae agt and 4 
Ove its back, ‘with: his long. rifle, vat the x1 oe 
" She got a ack,” fi pie Vance, STN get h 





a 


was: the rom e 





Vey 


“JACK STRWART’ s. ne 


fas Bae Rear Noe 
Penis . EA Laat ‘ 






acl Stewars? Peale Veaae calmly ies 
in many years. a Bes waa as ss w the color returning to. Stewart's. face. Weak 7 } 
He felt ese ae ie ‘ae not know. why. per ieee gasped once or twice, put. the liquor Had 
He was soré all over his six feet. of sinewy fran re. . braced china up. ry, and he insisted in ‘learn | 7 
But there still burned into’ his brain ‘the face ‘of the | “ing ‘more from. Vance. | ote | oe oy 









™s 


woman, who had shot ‘him, and her eT es f ae, Temember chasing iaiter he gicl aes a found 

eyes. | Spree MR TUN | ae eee eae cae she had stolen, my pape Stewart said, “but [ don’ t 
He heard che ives: esi: aE ‘the woman’s: gown, remember: her shooting. me.” 

he was sure, and he arcia eit to raise e himself ee ( “You didn’t have time to remember anything. She! 

arm and look around. ve hy et ee ee i pee oul i Het, eed up | when she found re were paane her, 













us 6 Did’ you. ae her? ay 

Ani's ia Not much. No ian Marie teases a me. She. 

skirt. | aa | hats too ‘much of a wildcat for yours truly to chase. I. 
Stewart ewes Set Eh ren: O fired.at her but missed, I just picked up your corpse, 
Paul Vance looked. up “quickly ; His eyes: caught as) Jf ‘expected to find it, but you being an impossible 







those of the sick man. |. _ rea hia ara _ sort of gent, anyway, wouldn’t become a corpse. In- 
“ Fellow bunkie, ee better?” asked Vance, with “stead of the easy ‘task of burying you, I had to pitch 
a smile. , Gh ae Ne ae a ae fae ~! ouetent: here and nurse you back to life.” 


“Yes,” whispered Sear” volgende! 
voice came so soitly | in spite: of a effort. Saat have saved my life.” 


Goods eas ie oe at ie ae iiAEN ne ‘You saved it yourself. T could not extract 

“ Have I been here long: ; en ei Rint a Ni 2 “the bullet. | Ss guess you will carry it some moons. 

“ Matter. * Six weeks.” nt eae Maa Bas But I did all. I could. You did the rest yourself.” 

“What?” Blea shy a Stance tah a alee ew “When will I get out of here?” 

“Sure. A man ee t ee a hele through his tangs “Oh, you. will be up and out again inten days, I 
and ask for a dinner immediately . after.” Rie ace Af Taney ‘The bullet ; is in your body some where but it 

Stewart turned the answer over in. his mind for : some isn’t” going to. do much harm now, it seems to me. 
time. He tried to trace the. connection between his — Why, , are you anxious to get up?” 


illness in view of the words of eae but he could cg am> going after that girl, that Marie Falloux, 


why his a Stewart. shot a grateful look at Vance. 













not. Bina a! sen Se a ee as ay we has my packet of papers.” | : 
‘“ How did ae get a hole | in | my yams at _jengt ic Vance burst ‘into a “great jaugh. — | Te 
questioned. § Ahab te ee That's | the talk, my bantam,” he cried. “ive it a 


“ Revolver ; bullet these you. are, with the hole c well | ‘to ee young recruit to get into the death game quick. 





ao Sek ONE: will at once, ane blow your brains out. It’s 
‘« Neatly and. with ie, tele ‘saw & ee ae easier.” ee be oe oa 






life.” | eee ak a am aie by os Cee may ‘be a Taw recruit in this earch of the Scouts, 
“ Who shot me?’ a See ett Mee Coat put am not a raw Scout, at that. Mind youlgotmy  — 
» “© A woman.” We PAG Ot AARON Dae Laake Gate “grade: of. ‘Sergeant ai after. two egre et nee ser- iets 
7 ic: 2 : ras Pia! nae tn i 8 an hrs ? : , 
sé Ah! { 33 2 at itSONEN 4 , EA et AEA Veen oe ; vice in othe er fields.” Ato te ‘ > 
a f or uke i a ; AN 5 if 

“ Better say, ‘Ons aH L would.” as NN ahh 5 know that eR AMMA ec el 
vi L AREY eco s i : ah SS we SA ae sta eat teks ee es .: Spe SAE SE or) py or ety oe 
vely ae i: Psa MER SE ean EU, Shey fei a es Seal ia PE DOI R en Mc Re em EP pee ay oo yo 





ie Loan me ‘your razors.” _ 













“TE you: avid T am going to let a girl, of twenty 


years of age, if she has ten bandit relations, take a 
papers, shoot me, and make a general idiot of me, I 
am mistaken. 


‘it that I won’t arrest héefore T quite ch 


There was “the: ring of quiet purpose in | Stewart’ Ss 


voice. Vance looked at him with added respect. 
“Well, my lad, in the American Scouts, we think 


a seasoned old trooper like I am, quite the equal of ir 


young Sergeant like you, but old chap, let me add 


that I applaud your determination, and I for one am , 


with you heart and soul. It’s about time that Fal-) 


_loux’s sang, and Falloux’s ee are haere 


stogpeth ers? 64 8" te Coan a ae Fe 
 “T make no war on a woman, ‘buta in Wehite ¢ case, she. 


fies in the same legal tangle as her father. As we can 
not separate them, you see, we must make both suffer, 


toxsther soni se faites SS 


“ That’s the ticket. The border can well spare the. 


Falloux renegades.” kes 

Stewart lay still revolving a plan of campaign in his 
mind. 

“ How do you suppose Matic Palos wor hold of 
one of our. Scout whistles?” Be. said after” some 
thought. Pi Ro gas es Hee ttt aay 

“ Goodness only Hine. Bub he eo one. ‘it’s evi- 


dent, for as I understand it you whistled for me, and ae 
she replied, and you aio it was me, , then you met 
~ her and f 


A warning hand held ap by Stent aided him i i 





- 


stopping the swift flow of Vance’s words. - 
vay slow, my boy,” remarked Stewete 
‘not well yet. 1 can stand A. bullet but. ‘your words, as 
they say in the a cities, “cut me heart Mee a 1 knife.’ 
- Come over easy.” REDS Hepes aie 
Vance bepress an fnclingtion to continue. 
“As. to where Marie got that whistle,” 
tinued, “I don’t know.. Not knowing I can’t say, but 


) nm my boy, she-is the swiftest ae you ever saw in fi 
x ‘Falloux’s Robber- 


‘planning ‘matters. They call it. 
‘Band’ about here, but I suspect it should read ‘ Marie 


A Falloux’ S Robber Hae She’ s the brains OF the out- 


, fit.’ 39 
TIS exert ea his long Wea as fe eioke. hee 
his illness it had grown of ‘wonderful size; before. he 
is shot he had sort it cut ee fashion. Ban 
es ‘Help me up,” he said. | seat jue gen aaad ae : as 
‘Nance assisted him to tise. oe t Ath Bs eo ie 


vis Wee PE 


os Suicide. route?” asked vate CRI ee Acs 
ONO. just ‘want ie to cut. off my beard.” ae 
ee Why?” fl rege Oe d 

5 “ies the: beginning ot our r plot Pret eo oe | 
“Are aa Be fa os head?” dh ie a, 
oS No.” ha | Sh a Meter gay UT. Pe i 


t K Saad nt t 
~ : iP ee. j 
tt Sane ; ; 
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~I came out here from Washington to 
root out this robber gang. There isn’t a desperado in 


didn’ £7: 


“A man dies but once really; twenty times a day 
\ one dies who fears death.” | y oe Vy 


ap Be 


he con- 


rons hae age North Dakota, send to him for men. Then Falloux 


to get: out of 3 arrest 








33 


iy Shave me. Then y will tell you.’ PN 


“Tis a po a 
Vance ay anak ereat haste. ‘He Bove 3: cry” 
when he. had cut off the superb beard of ‘Stewart's, ih: ; 

“Why, how changed you are?” he cried. Your ; 
es is funny. Your mouth turns | up at the corners 
when your. beard is off, and when it is on it looks va 
if your mouth turned down. This absolutely” changes 
your looks. | No one would know au rat ters 

Stewart nodded. an ae 

“That i is why I asked you to shave me. ‘This; pecul- 
iar facial mannerism has long been a perfect a . 
for me. Ww hen I cut off my beard no one knows me 
who knew me when I wore it, and when - dot not 
wear it no one knows me who knew ~ me whe aT 
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te pone to see your plan.” 
a“ Ves: 9? a : 


“You are going ‘to Line City, where the —_ 
gang live.” } 


esc: | | ay cas 
oie suppose you les that not a iow Suita i 
the little hamlet dignified-by the title of city, is ‘tn ig 
oe by the Falloux’s; they are the entire city se +, 
; the others who live there are their gang oe 
vee H's) a hot bunch to get into, and meane sur is 
death if you are found out.” oF, oy ‘ | 
“Don’t you WORRY: I shall not be found | out.” | re 
“Tf you do you’re a dead man the next oe 


:* ~ 
Ma eri! 
a 


“T hope you will not get found out.” te Sls foe 

“Drop that, and tell me all ye know about this a 
gang of robbers.” | : eae rt s 
» “There isn’t ‘much to tell. Henri. Faligak’ is” a 
French: Canadian. He has lived in Line City for 
many years. Just now when he isn t cattle stealing or a 
opium smuggling, or holding up any one he can and 
roan them. pies he i is engaged in border j jump- i 
es ei ; 3 
eet The are many varieties of Herder. jumping; wi 
“particular one does Falloux dealin?’ = eed 

ee “le gets | a colony of Chinamen_ from -Winnepeg, ce 
‘over. in Canada. Then he rushes them over the bor- 
der. to Line City. ‘He stakes them out there till some 
of the big labor . using: companies in. mines, in timber, Se 
in road. building, © in the thousand and. one activities — 


A 

agrees to. send,. say, twenty Chinamen for fifty « dol 7 
dass each, at the prevailing WOR Csi tae het cr aM ee eee. 
oe ‘What's wrong with that?” : 2 Seah ae ee: 

aoa 

Ay “Nothing. So far Falloux i is. merely 2 pe agent. 

wake after. the, men get on this job at fifty per man, ne 
one. day the agent” one’ ‘Falloux turns up mae 
then: one by one the Chinamen he has. delivered OE ¢ 
up. missing. : They have. er eee the border’ 


under our Chinese exclusion act, : 
a0 7) ait nes i per fs S fgap 5/7 EX \ a sig NS Be: Aa 


Zor 
7 





ree Ti py 








nact, 


and also to wee back into Canada here by this time, | 3 , “ Ri—The iiawicies Will Be. reddy, by dl the first 
some of the Canadian labor using Sonera have con- a or ‘second, at Pops. Get wise and bizy. 


tracted with Falloux to get them labor.” PN tit an EN cae pean oe Di Meme TG IE Oe Vera Bee ie Maxie.” he tse 
So by jumping from border. to. bord einen | Wain Nearer da th ii Cee Te eee set ise FNAL 
manages to sell his Jabor both sides: of. the line, and a igen. out ee them drt American, Scouts; two 
reaps a great total, eh?” _ Weare ee ig ie Pf are heer ; Ae git ee ae Hie | janes 
“And also his title of the ‘Border Jumper.” ed | Stewart: and Vance looked into , each other's eyes. i 


Stewart mused apart. for some time. He. ae now. The both roared in unison. | 
thoroughly planned his method of attack upon ‘Line ees “ Hazel. eyed Marie talks all right, but she needs 


_ City, but he needed some facts about Marie Falloux, — a course in night school on her. writing, | for her fair 


so he asked Vance to ‘state’ Ree all he knew about | Wig bs 1s ‘better on the trigger than on the pen.” _ > 
the Se Ca RAS Sk ee SER LAME EMP SCAM heres That’ Ss right. ‘Bat what HOES. it mean?” rejoined 
“Don’t know much. She has ‘heen ‘there since Ge Vance. Bey Petieos planers Na iar, ua 


was a girl. Don't know one about her ‘mother te ty means ‘ ‘the Gains will be ready’ docs ts 





except she is dead?* 7 0) iis gene ag ae t,” replied. pore “bout the first or second of the 
It was the turn of “Vance. to ete over the next. Sa Wack a a | 
new move to make. His face was wreathed in: siniles” ah. hat eandwiches?” ‘ 
finally and he turned to Stewart and asked him if he * aa don’ o ‘know, I do know however, that in two 
bias strong enough to. withstand a shock. A ‘weeks. the ‘first of the month will be here, and I’ am 
‘“ Depends upon the kind of a shock, mw tadenied | Sig. oe to Line City.’ Saas se hana 
art. ‘* What‘kind do you propose to give met ” i si What for? 


“Take it quick for here it goes—do you remember — ! “Te eat one of those sandwiches that pretty Marie 
the night you shot at a boat going up the Red River, Balloux: so poorly writes about, and LOLTECOVER | ERY. 
suspecting it was a boat of Henri dere S. with cone) _ stolen papers.’ | 


traband Chinamen: Etesarcee thee Wicun ARBRE Nia Mance: began. ‘whistling as he returned to the polish- 
“Yes. Ishot at a huge bulk in the tilenece. Tuer! ‘ing cof his boots. 
was a cry of pain and I felt sure 1. got ay bullet into | But he east many admiring glances. at Stewart who 
some Chink.” Rey: : | es se: nla: asleep now, after his fatiguing talk.) s 
“Vou did.” SP aay Ri Ne eran Nk ant RO capt: ON IR CREOLE He’s got sand,” NUseegece Vance to him- 
ty " How do youknow?” ates pint a Ai ae oes Nae s 3 
* Because | found the Chinaman’s body.’ a He PMA ANAC Tea eae 
¢ Where zine eee "ig RU SRT ON ia 
Res. loating on the Red River es a mile from this. RR AOA a cet ye Re ‘ 
ak ie PNG tara l ana Manet: eV Ui er GE ih , 
“What did you de Dh eGR ea CHAPTER IIL. 
‘Searched the body and Het? it oases to Honk PESre aval ai 
down-stream. I had no ae to oe dead members Pa ete HE eae PaLLovux PUTS ONE OVER. 
of Falloyx’s robber gang.” une ee Len he 
“ What did you find on the body?” aS NY Aas «6 Bey you yellow son of a thief.’ 53 


Vance impressively produced a soiled water-stained | 
letter from the pocket of his coat. With, a flourish he 
handed it to Stewart. f : 

“Tt’s a dirty looking letter,” > Stewart replied | He Hae 
turned it over and over, 5 2 It docen seem addressed 


| Henri Falloux stood in the center of his great boat, 
as it swung hard against the swift current of the Red 
~ River, in the early dawn of a wonderful day. 

“The weather was splendid ; the soft haze of summer 
was everywhere; the air clear and bracing and Fal- 


to any one.” J] een a ae La es, aioe. was in good humor. . 
“No. So t saw.” | ane = We Reams Acs. ai re at had been a record- breaking trip for him. 
‘“‘ Shall I read Ge? sa ie. Cea ie He had three thousand pounds of opium on board 
‘‘] think you had ete ie SORE Oa ety contest eis craft, which was a flat-boat, wide, and with two’ 
Stewart broke the seal to the letter ; a, was sealed “banks of ‘oars on ‘each side, manned by able bodied 
with a red wafer in ‘old fashioned style, Rega ~ Chinamen. | 
Then he laughed. * 5 Cie Moos tc aaa eRe meas a. fille Cargo: of rich silks aboard, tea 
‘What makes yoo Tough?’ USN ivi ch ees a eh smuggled over the border from China, via Vancouver, 
“ Read the letter” | cigars that were now in America without the stamp 
With a. bewildered look Vance read, ‘Then | te also. “of the ‘United States. Revenue Office on a single box; 
burst into laughter. ’ iS ROR se ase as Lisi Gat loot: from all over the Far East, and what was better 
This is what the letter said: oe s ie SRT ers ee all the rest, there was the usual cargo of China- 


: 
Sf 


2h 4 zy ~ - 7 
: - f 


re, ; : i ns 





ne Pe YY ee i a 4 

e at =i i a bed . ' ‘4 7 eT Ds , a b hy 7 5 SMT a) : ae rs : Gan he : 
. hy + Opes? 4a ey AE SB ta && Maye ea he “ Ni yn is r APE se- Wt eeee 5 Tet suk, >» : at - } : 
as da Se --{ ay Wwe SST Rie WSs pet BS Rete Px i ey hy gare eos ras 4 Aas ess tyek wath ois tall e 3 2s ee hie aoe . . $i " i 7 € OF Bus 
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cried Falloux. 


speaking quite good English. 


trip, eh, pop??? =. 


‘men ie had: Jebel’ tight ¢ to enter cuca and sic 


‘made up the Border Jumpers: of the Falloux. gang ; but 
‘in addition there was a little colony of ten new China- — 
men, who had never set foot in: America before, but» 


who paid Falloux five hundred dollars each, for he 


z privilege of becoming’ sudden- Americans. 


So Falloux felt fine as he swore at his lusty crew. 


‘4 


“Fifty t’ousan’ dollar made dis ees Pp ss 


Elle est excelente.” 
The stalwart young steersman who was deftly curv- 
ing the unwieldly boat hither and ‘thither; ‘taking care 


not to retard the work of the rowers by making the 2 
: boat lose way, nodded and smiled. — | 


Falloux looked at him with an answering smile. 

i Ah, yo’ one g-t -r-ande young man. ci Aky you one 
grande, eh, st-e-r, look over dere tel vent nous: est 
contraire. (The wind is against. us’): 

Jacques. Diogo, the steersman, een again. 

He was now used to the many side d character of his 
employer, who one moment spoke the French- Cana- 
dian dialect sort of speech; the next roared in pure 
Parisian French, and in the third breath, spoke in ex- 
cellent English. And some times, when excited, Fal- 
loux spoke all three ways at ONEEL ES ya! Boh tae 

He drew a pad from his pocket and Gutbhiy: ears 
in a plain hand a few words, ee he passed to Fal- 
loux. | | 


* Hurry a the oarsmen ; “the time to. hurry: is in 
ae morning.’ Ca M 

* Wise ‘iat Jacques,” approved Fallow; this time 

“ Hurry up, you yellow 


devils. I'll take the hide off yen if pale are “not 
quicker.” 


The oarsmen bent to their works 
Soon the boat hurried’ around a bend. Mp 
At a signal from Falloux, Jacques whirled the boat 


toa long pier that jutted out into the river. | : 
In a few moments the boat was lashed to the pier; 


and, while Jacques Diogo idly watched the Chinese 


crew begin to unload the valuable cargo, Marie Fal- — 


loux’ came tripping down ‘the dock, to. be gruffly 
greeted by her sire. : ‘4 


Mintello; Weare”, nb cit ye Le x ay i 
re Amish shes dad.” : a Pee ante AAA Wigs wes 
The girl’ S shrewd eyes glanced over be cargo. 
ik That looks good. to me,” aie said. ye ‘Fine cash | this: 


_ Falloux nodded i in allio” assent, ; ae ae 
_ Then Marie’s glance fell. upon J acques SDs 
He made a direct and striking: note in her mind, AS 

tall, muscular young man, with. -‘sunny-brown - hair, 


bo chose clipped ; a strong chin, throwing his” stronger 
"nose into, the back-ground of his. ae shaven, face, 
ee ne made } a goodly DICHARE 8 8 4 Wea ie peg 


“Who is the new man, “pop?” Bs aubed ae as” ‘she 5 


ae gaye. ei, covering glance at Setie tia y ook -him in 








from toe to the ‘crown of his head. 


nie 


Le ” ae 
tan 








Best steersman ok ever had. _ Was stone broke an 


J 
. ; 


a Deef ie unbs chap.’ I be him up- thie’ Rive t. 







































“works cheap.” Lae 3 tt aye ( 
“Do- you think it wise to hire a stranger to co ne 
mere ne asked “Marie. : ie fais at fos chop te ae “ 
“ Nonsense. \ What can he ene ae} ‘a ih haa 3 


Marie did not answer. Instead she walked over to 
where Diogo stood idly looking down. into the a 


with ‘his back ‘turned to her. Viet 


Marie spoke when she was aie within a few inches 
of Jacques. ~ | se in he a 
ete Father,” she cried. . ai 

-Old- Falloux | turned | eel when oe heme his ri 
tdehiees voice. But she was not attending to him, | 
but narrowly watching the back'of his new steersman. 


cs eae 
“Pather!” cried Marie again, “ If this man here i 





crooked I will blow out his infernal brains myself.” nn z, 
Marie’ ‘shot out the words with all the force. of her 
healthy young lungs. Her. voice even caused the 
Chinese ‘and half-breed laborers at work Janding, the 
‘cargo to look up in astonishment. icstas fess 
When she spoke Marie kept ber eyes fixed on the 
new man’s back. ae! ieee ; 
Ti was a clever ruse if her suspicions that Diogo was | 
not deaf, had been founded on fact, but the subject of . 
her eSpionage never even moved at all the Ae a 
burly. ee ah : : KOM 
cen perfect, unconsciousness he continued aly to . 


waters that gurgled indore moored raft-boat.. Be . 
“He's deaf, all right,” said Marie to her mystified 
father, as she took a long breath, “ I guess he is safe 
enough.” z | ag bor | 
But Marie did not wish to let the tests atop with 
her efforts. | 
As Diogo. still stood dormant Marie took up a water | 
cask which stood empty on the deck of the craft. yale 
She rolled it over toward the young suspect. Tt . 
made no end of a racket as it whirled over.the deck. — 
It was not until it fairly hit him, that Diogo started. t 
Then with a good round oath, he picked up the barrel, ‘ hy 
-twirled it with one hand over to one side, looked up, ; 
saw Falloux with a woman, and clicking his heels” 
_ together in true soldier fashion sorties and stood at ¢ 
‘attention. Laeren bey ahs Tabaat se Se ae Se 
M ‘Marie drew TEC ALN et See tes eo ee ie ‘e! thee 


=~ 


nhs “You have. ‘Served i in ‘the Aine said Marie in her fu 
clear yoice.. BP as | nye gree 


“aS a4 “Tt ae 













ht a. 





: 


- Diogo brilliantly ‘Saan! teed 2 ate ae ea 
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4 a7 re) 

He pulled a. tiny wad of writing paper, hed a , tead- ay 
aoa from his pocket.” Rat eai eset “hy eet 
aes am n deaf and dumb, 4 he wrote. ae try Suh Re 










oh 
ok! 
oy 








) The i read: the words, Bie eS ee thoroughly 
convinced that. Diogo > was. not dangerous. se Rae 
Th impulsive fashion. she grasped 1 th e pad and. wrote Be 


“her sorrow and. then the: rR: assorted wee be | 
ee ey Eee nine aie) 


7. eG ae Rt F e 
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he young ae said i in he ane. 4 
Stewart, Sergeant i in the. “Amer- — ; 
“« Marie Falloux, did not hae 
‘sandwiches, a? that is’ dead ‘sur 

is a decoy message?” Ua he 
ene his: word. He was within ; a 


















gana strange’ conversation in 1 writing, i n 
uation, a bandits’ camp, far out from ¢ 
tiny hamlet, _ Strangely bearing the 

‘A Me. are ae ony vee) 












a yet £ 












written ‘ely. pe ae EAS. en ON Catan had 
* P eg Mite a Rie Thana ak, raat aa Sti Phe 
artially.” Mbit GR Tc cy eis Mire a rate outlaws. Seas atk. 
. Shooting?” D ht se Te ae oe t recover nis totes pia’ Or 
Veg.) foe a aa ieee he aaah an ¢ torment to be his peaens, 
‘< W here? > 1 Bie : % iy OK y te + 
“ New York? °— Eisehe fort Aa ‘eat aes well eee, ey ie a meas 
“TT thought. your. name “was. s Jacques I ; f ight gil! ne ‘Stewart | half aloud 
“As well that as” any ‘ott eee ve face t sk 
“We don’t care ‘for names rant here.” yh oe . i 7 rip, h we ve 






e aeeehal ‘at the. rising moon.” Ma oe 
a t lapsed into silence. oer | UE 
ie meditations were interrupted by the: quick 


haa direct examination. oes ‘then c continued — bade “sound of a. Tifle shot proceeding from the shore. | 
“ Why did you ship. with Pop?” aaa Then he saw. ‘Marie Falloux rush down the pier 
“Ts Mr. Falloux your father?” oe artes Va im ‘bright : revolver inher hand. 
Marie nodded in the affirmative, f ee # i : “What is the matter?” almost came to the lips ae 
Diogo watched her quietly. oak ee pee Stewart ; but. just in time he remembered his role of a 
Then lie wrote her his answer. Bie Vay Ne ‘ deaf. young man, and sank back to his musing attitude 
“ Because I- needed the, _money. ety aa hye that’ when the shot rang out. } | 

would get me out of harm’ s ‘way, and would. give me ‘Other shots followed. 


food and drink and e place to sleep, for. my labor | Then. came ‘screams and on 


* That is. oe ie came ane mE, e 























was good enough for. me, when Soe father said. be But. true to. his Part, sae mien never moved. 
wanted a steersman.” > steal tet aoa i ny ee RES ee eh AL 7 
“ How did you know ouae about Red River a ae a o it ie ye Ade a 
fic to steer.a boat up it from the Canadian border, if Th hd atte Seen —_— 
you recently came from: New York?” wrote. Marie. Aa ee arene ree Se aT 
Diogo laughed with the joy. of a young ‘man who BE EGE CU eek 
sees a clever girl trying to pin down ‘his words. a i. sae et axe 
“ You are a bright girl,” he wrote. # A very bright | ite GE an 


cirl. If Il was an Indian Chief or) “Medicine a a ie is ie ns a " nh br THE | 4 GANG’S uP.” 
would name you, © “Pretty. Long Pencil. STIG GANA HIRE TL GRA i 
With this rebuke Diogo bowed. with much | cere at F mio dashed directly at Jack Stewart, alias 
mony, and walked over to the further : rail of the craft, a Jacques: Diogo. ar 
rolled a cigarette, lighted it with: great calm, and bee | - But true to the. record made : so far by Diogo, Shows 
gan studying the ne about fifteen miles. OIE cart did ‘not move. | 
Marie Falloux’s head. 2 NENG be : oH - Marie Shaped h He hands on the back of the young 
Marie turned red. Then. ie fen he. tier) ‘Beout with 0) little force and when the gallant fellow 
hand stole down to her pistol; belt; then she laughed, turned to her i in apparent amaze, marie said a naughty 
turned on her heel, and with her head bent walked’ little French orient. Sr ene) 
slowly ishote,” and ‘retraced her’ steps. up. ‘the Baas : Ony this Gdiot is deaf. T suppose ‘Be hasn’t heard. 
pier. Oe PN | ane. Ge RSIS ot es Coe “the: infernal racket those yellow dogs are making.” 
“T never was. so- ‘ecceeed. in my “life,” Ba she ceried M arie then wrote rapidly on a bit of paper.’ 
- softly to herself. “ nee: all the impudent, fresh, young phe Gang’s up. Help me,” she wrote rapidly and 
Fly “by -NIgRe men as ever met,. that Aole is. a ue aie ey shoved her “missive. directly at _ the so-called 


ium winner.” ~~ SSeS aaa See ets a ee hes) 

The girl walked farther’ oa | a ies ae _ Diogo came to “etek rh remarkable suineea: 

“ But he looks to me. on the level, ¥ she ‘finally se Here was just the chance he wanted to impress on 
ulated. oe BO ae we RGU Re eC abe ENA Oe Rallowx’s his great are and his sevite to aid 

Jacques Diogo, ‘Soldier a Fortune, meget suak them. TALS ARNE Aa a 
covertly examining the ae of Bape: which he: had or This’ “matching-wits is a game, after all,” Shape: 
seen Marie Falloux write. Seek es en nue tas “the yourig: ‘Scout, as s he rae directly toward. a cluster: 
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of men. “Ili I dont land the Falloux gang of des- 
peradoes they will land me.” ’ 

So with his weapon at full cock, Diogo, as he was 
known, dashed ahead ‘anxious to join in the fray. 

A sound like the swift explosion of a package of 
fire-crackers tied withina tin can’ came from a low 
building at Diogo’s right. 

Thither the Scout ran, : 

As he approached he saw three Chinamen, their 
hands tucked under their blouses, run out of the door 


and scuttle rapidly away toward the fringe of woods, 


back from the house. 
Hardly had they disappeared when a third China- 


_ man staggered out from the house, one hand clutching 


at a bullet wound in his abdomen. © | 

The man staggered a few feet; then he collapsed in 
the roadway. | 

He had hardly fallen when the Scout was over him, 
and had rum a quick hand over his chest as if to find 
his wound. 

No one saw. the swift motion with which a packet 
of papers was transferred from the Chinaman’s body 
to the pocket of the wily Scout.  - 

Then the white man hurried within the low build- 
ing, which was hardly more than a hut. 

Across the door sill lay the body of a dead white 
Man. 

.. The Scout was able to identify it as that of 
a Krench-Canadian ‘thug, 

' Half Indian, half French-Canadian,” thought the 
Scout. “Mighty mean combination; but he is past 
his troubles. He got a shot between the eyes: 

There was another Chinaman sprawled over a table, 
the Scout saw, and it required only a cursory glance 
to see that the man was dying. 


" Been a hot little scrap,’ thought the Scout as he. 


glanced about. 

There was little question that he was right. 

On the floor of the untidy room were the weapons 
that must have been used in the fight. Pees 
” A big revolver, with six chambers exploded lay in 
one corner; near the door was another heavy revolver 


with three empty chambers, each béing a long bar- | 


reled gun Of the type favored by Chinese gun-fishters. 
“Hum,” said the Scout to himself. “I wonder 
what all the fight was about? ” | ) 
A pack of cards, of American make, thrown down 
aimlessly, a whiskey bottle with a Canadian label, and 


a little pile of gold coins, might have been the cause. 


- of the trouble. | 
But. the Scout did not think so; he quickly counted 
the gold, and found only a few dollars in the pile. 


~ Ten dollars would cover that pile,” thought the | 
tor’ that. Tt <. 
Money . 


_ Scout. “No, this fight was too bitter 
wasn't that cash they were fighting over. 
comes to this. gang pretty easily. They are used to 
real money of size; hundreds might have caused 
trouble; not ‘tens.” 2 a Fi 

Then the Scout sniffed the air. 

“ Hum,” he said. “Opium.” — ¢ 
hen the Scout glanced stealthily about. RUN de 

_“ Smugglers. fall. out,” he muttered. “Fight over 

smuggling profits, I rather fancy.” | ue 


The Scout ran through the package of papers: he - 
had taken from the dead Chinaman, then abstracted 


one, which quickly vanished in the lining of his hat, 
| a ptetty safe place to hide things, he well knew: and 
then he turned to leave the fetid hole, which he saw 


tf 


back his answer. 
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was only a square dirty room used as a 
place for the lesser members of the Falloux. outlaw 
camp. hae . i 3 

The Scout saw. a form move,.which had been 
crouching under the table. ‘ ed #338 

i Chae out of there, quick,” was on the tip of his 
tongue, but the Scout remembered just in time, that 
he was supposed to be a mute, and so he threateningly 
waved his revolver. i 

“A wwithered-up little man, so frightened that when 
he was yanked out from under the table by the strong. 
arm ofthe Scout, could only roll up his eyes and gasp, 
was the proceeds of the Scout’s attempt to get some 
facts from the moving form. 


“ Thunder,’ thought the Scout to himself, “ What 


have I unearthed? Is this a man with a pig’s head, or 


is this a pig, with,a man’s form?” reas 

The frightened person, looked exactly like a pig, his 
jaws having the peculiar snout-like formation of a pig, 
which was accentuated by his beady little eyes, and 
his habit of holding his- head down low, like a sort of 
human hog. pi eo ae Ea 2 

The little pig-like man was snorting and rolling up 
his eyes, and the Scout was standing like a ninny, 
scratching his puzzled head, when he- heard a 
smothered laugh. ok hes ; 

He faced about the wrong way, well knowing that 
just now to face the right way would be his death 
warrant. — ' aye 

Soon a hand on his shoulder, gave him the oppor- 
tunity to turn, for -~he well knew that the laughter 
came from the red lips of Marie Falloux. 

‘The Scout found the girl writing a note for his eye, 
as cool amid the carnage as if she had been in a young 
ladies’ seminary, writing a polite note to a_ polite 


friend. 
The Scout could not help. admiring the girl. 
“Been quite a scrap,” Marie wrote. “ Where did 


you dig up Pig-Faced Butts?” 


“Neat scrap,’ wrote the Scout in return. 
your Piggy friend out from under the table.” 

Anything else to tell me?” wrote the girl. 

The Scout shrugged his shoulders. 

Then without a written word he laid in the girl’s 
white hand the papers he had taken from the dead 
Chinaman, save the one he had. secreted in the lining 
of his hat. yi 


Marie gave the Scout a glance of shrewd suspicion. 
Then she examined the papers carefully. His face was 
like a mask. No hint of her inner speculations could 


“T dug 


_ be read. by the watchful eyes of the Scout. 


Marie then wrote rapidly on her tablet. ; 
“Why did you give me the papers?” read Stewart. 
, Why shouldn’t I.” he wrote in return. “ They 
were yours not mine.” I 
* Did you read the papers?” 
~ “ Why should Tee i ae Rees 
“The papers are important to me—to us here in 


Line. City.” | 
The Scout shrugged. his shoulders as he handed 


Marie did not write anything further. But with 
averted face she looked over the papers and then with 
head bent started thoughtfully for the boat,-the Scout 


“suspecting that she Was going to hand the papers to 
her father. | Dab ere relepip <5 3 





But half way between the Scout aid the boat, Marie 


hesitated. 


She slowly retraced: her steps, aad ibe: she was 
- near the yoUne man, began ae pie on her 


pad. 


Stewart could not help but notice that Marie. ad 
quickly provided herself with a pad of paper and a 
pencil, after she had become convinced that he was 
deaf, although in the early stages of his arrival the 


girl had used. Stewart’s: pad. 


‘ T will see that someone comes and ides the dade 
Chinaman here, ‘and looks after. that dying chap,” the 
“We don’t pay much attention to fights — 
among the Chinks and the Redders ; hey. are piethe 


girl wrote. 


frequent in Line City.” 


Stewart nodded; but Hig was. by no means ‘convinced 
that the shooting and ‘killing was: merely a sudden 
There was much that signalled an inner and 
important reason for the shooting and as he was in 
search of all the facts that. he could get in~ his dan-— 
gerous visit to the outlaw camp he decided to ay and 


brawl. 


sift. these inner reasons. _ 


“It is one thing to see the smuggling tobe ee this 
robber gang piled up on that boat over there, and to 


“Yes.” Gecean tested. 

ee Then oe elope ee Pen 

“They decided to kill ‘ne ven! cat) 
4 If they did that, why didn’t ‘they kill uonee 
_ “ Because two of ‘the bogies were my friends, they 
‘started to intercede a me.’ TOM MAN HL 
On ne Hirer! | 

So Ven 
someone - fired: a shot, and the trouble began.” 


May 


“There was lots: of trouble | when it began, ch?” Ale 


wrote. Stewart. 4 


“AL anyone wanted, " pe Pig-faced. ee 


} 4 Who. weon? ef . Bae been) haa acey 
en My friends.” ARRON 3 chee 
eA ‘Those. three ance Chinles® that went seuttling 


away toward the woods just as I was running | Bp: 
here—they: were ‘your een) aoe Me | 


Weds Yes. qe a; Ms Ser 


ae What. are’ ther pe aye 


“Chee Loo, Wing Tung, and ‘Ousae Duck.” a 


“Geel Sounds like a chess board when you talk 


gs names,” wrote Stewart. 
_Pig-faced Haid: laughed. 
“Were they all\members of this Line City, line-up, 


f= 


convince a United States court jury that there was. “of thugs, and renegades?” 


such a boat, without good evidence to prove that there | 
It is equally hard to prove that on that boat. 
were some ten Chinamen coming in to dear America 
in violation: of the Chinese exclusion law, without pro- 
ducing some facts—why, this has got to be a regular - 
detective job—and I never was much of a detective. 
But I’m in this to win, and I will bet that I-will trick 
But : say, 


was. 


that girl, and win back my papers, after all. 
isn’t she a peach?” 


These thoughts chased each other through the 


mind of the gallant Scout. 


But he was soon distracted from his- musings by 


hearing a squeaky, tiny little voice at his elbow. 


He managed to maintain his reputation for deafness, 
however, and so when the squeaky little voice stopped, 
and a tiny arm began pulling at his jacket sleeve, — 
Stewart turned about as if he had first heard’ the sum- y 


mons. ’ 


He extended his pad to the speaker eho proved ¢ to. 


be frightened little Pig-faced Butts. 

“T am deaf,” read Butts. 

r Sorry,” he wrote back in trembling letters. 
can’t you talk?” 


“No, I am dumb,” .wrote Stewart, and then the 


conversation began its painful way. 
“You saved my life, ”? wrote Pig-faced. 


“You saved it yourself; when you ca niledk: inder_ 
when I try to think.” 
vale got under the i 


the table, at the first shot,” wrote Stewart. 
es Wrong,” answered Pig-faced, i 
table before the first shot was fired.” 


Stewart laughed in .the distressing ene half wail, 


of the amused mute. 


“But c 


Ce Sure. va 805 
4 Ate you. a thug?” 


. Not much, I’m Pig-faced Butts.” 
© Aren’t you even a bandit?” 


€: 


| one No, Sir, I am not a bandit sir, no sir.” « 


The ‘tobin-like wrath of Pig-faced was enough to 
make the sun rise on a cloudy day. 
Stewart almost forgot his rdle of a mute when the 


‘little man bristled up. 


“Then how. came you ete? ¥ peer wrote. 
ae IN dOt temo. fe - 
“You don’t know?” 

“That’s it—I don’t know.” 


rt Why don’t you know?” 
Lane Sometimes I think I was someone else, but I can’t _ 


pa it all come just right.” 
“Here was a mystery for a fact? thought the Scout. 
There was, he saw reasons for pressing home his 
questions hefote the return of Marie. 

He wrote quite rapidly now. 

“How long have you been here in this desperado 
camp?” ith 
“Oh, a long, long time.” 
Gia Don’t you know how: long? ” 


ene No. 2 


|! Why a . 
he here: ds. something the niatter with my head 


- Pig-faced pushed back his long hair as he spoke. 
: Stewart saw a great jagged scar. 
“Oh, ho,” the Scout thought. “ This man’s skull 


‘eas been fractured in the past; that acecunte for his 


“ That is one way to escape a shot; get. away y from Jack of memory.” 


it before it is fired,’ wrote Stewart. 
“T didn’t try to escape a shot,” 

whose writing really had an injured tone. 

hiding under the able before the row began.” | 
“Why were you hiding? ; 
“T wanted to know things.” ert ee 
“Ho, ho! So the bandits ect ‘next 2? Wheat 
‘6 Noe’ ” m i me | 
“ Did they discover yout” 


» «ty 


: : . 
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feplion Pig-faced_ 


“Was your name always. Pig-faced Butts? ” 
“Tt doesn’t seem as if it was—but, oh, I can’t re- 


i was member much of my past, except that I have not 
rb ae been here in this guerrilla camp.” “ 


“Can’t you remember a single thing?” 

_ There was a jworld of simple, infinite cunning in the 
“eyes of Pig-faced Butts when he replied. 

“There is only one thing J remember, and the Fal- 


“Tous would murder me if they knew what I have 


’ t a 





ry 


hen there was a oe of ootds: and then ie 
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discovered,” 


‘Stewart had told him that he was deat. 
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Stewart. 
“What is it?” asked Stewart, by means of his pad. 
Silently the little man drew Stewart to one side. 
“You will not tell if I show you?” Eee Butts 


~ wrote. 


Stewart Hope his head in the negative. 

“Then follow me.’ 

Pig-faced Butts stole over to the extreme end of the 
room. 


He stooped over what the scout Saw was a big 
door with a heavy iron ting upon it, let into the - 


solid flooring of the hut, 
Then he lifted the ring, after tugging with al his 
feeble strength for several seconds. 
Then he pulled up the trap door... 
A terrible odor seemed to fill the room; 


Then there came ne sound of clanking chains, _and 
a long, long sob of tertor, which seemed to. float in 


the room, tie the wail of a tortured soul. 
 MytGodt? 


“Listen to that dreadful moan; 
woman's lips,” the Scout wrote quickly on his. pad, 
seeing that Pic- faced Butts had not heard the words 
he had spoken. 

“Hush,” cried Butts aloud, also porn: that 
“Yes, it is 


a woman’s cry for help.” 


“ 


CHAPTER’ V. 


THE HIDING PLACE OF THE SMUGGLERS. 


if Sirona Fan dl you big rascal, ant np 
* Why ‘for, eh?” 


Two | ndians quarreled up the River Teall, near the 


village or hamlet of Line City, in the early night fol- 
lowing the dreadful discovery made by Jack Stewart. 
They carried between them a heavy box, and as 


_ each wanted to get the easy end me the portage there — 
- was a conflict nearly all the way. - ey 
an active looking 

; man, with Indian pirate written all over him. 


“Sacre!” cried Strong- Hand, 


He wore a hunting shirt, leggings, and moceasins, 


and tight-fitting trousers ‘of moose- -skin; a. revolver 
sticking from a deer-skin belt, a heavy rifle, a hunting 
knife, and a fur peaked cap, completed his costume. 
His companion, Broken-Wing, wore much the same - 
i garb, excepting that his hunting shirt was fancifully — 
ornamented with a sort of fringe | of. dyed poreupine _ 


quills, 
But the strangest part of ee distinguishing mark 


Sof the two outlaws, was that. their Teddish: ae 
os faces were painted deep ebony-black. | 

- Their dark eyes, glancing and SShaaoatan gave ro 
horrible’ expression to each face, but their disguise 
ie was perfect. a hi, 


eA 


‘No person seeing hes Soati ‘ever. testify. ‘after- 


st ward that ee were onvting buts | two pe a (ae 
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the half-crazy little man veers to. 


_ English. 


it on like | 
that which comes from a charnel-house, flied with de- 
caying and festering corpses of the human dead. 


bulk of their load, and shouldered each his half, and — 


whispered Stewart, ene in his 
horror his réle of a deaf mute. es 
it comes | oa a 


woods. é 


jae 7 & 
47 tet FA! ae es + “> ne” SaaS hey ee ee aes hoe 
Ede aT Se Wy See 


A t 

paint made a_ cae disguise ; 
ever swear that the two men were Strong-Hand and 
‘Broken-Wing, two. vagrant. Dog Rib. Indians | from — 
the far Canadian North-West. ‘ | 

f iV Hare you not tote fair, eh? cried Broken-Wing 5 
again in huge wrath. © 

‘ Dame!, T tote fair all right. 


good man, eh.” - 
“Vou no tote aes Broken Wing he doricer: half 


this load,” replied that Indian, but their quarrels were 


no. ‘nan Lice Sail i 


Why. you fine me ae ‘ } 





stopped when a wrathful voice further up the train | a 


was heard to lustily swear, first in French and then i in 

“ Hurry up, you es ducks. of portag ge Snes ‘devel 
h-u-r-ry, opp, I say, ’ and the voice rolled 
away in a regular scuilleny discharge | of _ Strange © 
French- English “oaths. i sme 

The speaker was Henri Folfowx, the. apie. chief’ 
who brooked no delay on the part of the two idiana . 
who stopped quarrelling as to who would lift the ~ 


Bes 


staggered up the trail in a vast hurry. 3 
‘Dat, de Boss,” Strong-Hand whispered. to ‘his ce 
companion. RY Bet- -e-t-r work dam hard, or Re shoot 
us, eh.” 
“ He qu-e-e-k wiz he eun,’ "cried Brekonat ie in 
return, and the two Indians made ‘such excellent time 
that they soon were on top of the hill gn welch: the 


trail was winding, with their burden. ee y bid 


a 


h 
ore 


: eee 


BT je P= - 7 th bee 


Satie 


sc 


“Oh, you blankety blank lazy Indian cur dog en 


yelled Falloux when he saw the two men.’ “ Is that — 
all you two big brutes can portage up. this hill at one 


2») let fh 


t-Pr€eespt iy 
ee Ugh,” replied Strong-Hand. | 
“Sure it’s steep,” rejoined Falloux angrily. “ That 

is why you get so much wampum from me, you lazy 
dogs. Go back climb that hill. Get bizzy thar’. If 
itvis zat h-i-ll, C’est la le diable.” (There lies the dif. 


ficulty.) 


The two Indians dropped their load at Palloute: 
feet, and with shrugs and many muttered oaths hur- 
ried back down to the Red River,’ where they asped 
another great box, and’ soon were toiling up the trail i! 
again, but in more harmony than on previous a) 
now that the eye Of their master was upon them. 

Soon other men joined the two Indians. hie 


“Hill he creas tt Sean! 


Chinamen, impassive, but steady in their work; red. ee 


men, gathered from almost every tribe in the great 
West; white men, whose faces were never seen in 
civilized cities any more, lest the authorities take un- 
comfortable action: half-breeds from French-Canada, © 
and dominating them all, was Henri Falloux, as tough 
a man as ever slit a throat or stole a purse. Se 


active than Stee : 


, Afterca long bit of hard work he turned to Marie. ey 
“Where do we put this stuff?” Stewart wrote. wa 
“It has to be carried about two miles back in he 

as cried Marie. 
will show you.’ 


No, you remain here,” roared the girl’s father. | “y = 
ene you here. Write to the Dummy that all he has” He 
to do is to hurry along the trail until he comes to an 

ash tree—then stop and when he sees by looking up uy 

» the mountain side a rock: that appears to be carved 


ee HOR o: a Fox, then he is to await our com eh 
Le ee . 
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“Tam going that way ach He 
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_ In the secreting of the smuggled goods none was is 
“more | 
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“You have ‘ions things titre. since” aL Swast out. ee peering: every now. y and then into > the bushes that 


with you last trip, have you not?” queried Marie. lined. the eee Aah i NOL Ee a MMe me eg 
Yes. The Mounted: Scouts this side of the border, EL ee et Nisa On carey PR Lee TER A ee 
and those —— Mounted Police the other side of it, are- "Stewart heard the “ay ‘hake yee. RYO ocan 


Setting pretty numerous. When I. get rid of this vi He looked : up toward the top be a’ Valioht ‘nat? 


Roe ee quit Line City , and-go further N orth. There: stood: a ait bal ES. its hand ee 


It’s getting pretty hard to work hereabouts.”? him, face Taare a AN Rea) oreo anes a er 
While the conversation between father and daughter A ming. te A It ei ae aie | 
was continuing Stewart stood with his back to the. POY SA ae Be ara nh a a aes 

two plotters but Ley eager ears took in every ‘bit. of Nis fei Mee aa ET) CPN rE ty 






what was said. rae UE OR eter BNP S Ab Soe 2 her me Re % ah ¥ pa Se 


vd am getting to everything x eat slowly Bue s a Nae aay it oF DOU Aare ie ; 
surely, he thor tht. ‘“‘The secrets of. this guerrilla CIR i eee am URL) Hil eG 


shall soon get to the secret place where the eee) i aes ae CHAPTER Vi 
glers store their thousands upon thousands of dol- — he eee Oe EN | 
lars’ worth of contraband | stuff. Weil, I fancy that — Pala om APPED BY r THE YELLOW MEN, 
the Mounted Scouts ney ae to that ate Sent of oo Nir | z | 
some day.” oes 


As’ Marie ‘anded) haat fpaner giving hdirecueue: Nome. out a Giese you ‘she-devil.” E 


gang is getting to be all mine, slowly but surely. I eee ce. Lae autos a LU ee oy a 
ig 


upon it as to his. toute, Stewart turned with his best Tikes. was. the clanking of ‘chains and a drawn, 


manner EA eee ee sie face appeared: framed in the blackness of a 
“ How shall 1 eee the ash tree,” he wrote in Te CURR PR S78 1 
turn. “There are many ash trees in this wood.” t a Marie: ‘Falloux ‘laughed colts when she saw the 
Marie laughed. | Bors; 


“Tell him that he can’t miss this tree.” it is dies fog had mie the nap aber ahaa Stewart bow 


largest one in this part of the country; he can not “of thanks to Pig-faced Butts, and was kneeling by 


miss it, for it stands up big as a house directly in au ‘the side. of the aN etn “like BEEN the door had re- 


turn Of the trail, two miles from here.” a vealed, yyieiy “ 
Although Stewart heard the words perfectly he Gazing up at: tee was. a woman’s face. 
made no sign. ey Ta spite of the anguish | upon the pallid countenance 


He waited until Mavi had wien the areas it was evident that the prisoner. was ee girl 
out; then he turned on his heel and started away as in the early flush of young woman-hoo 


if 3x4 great haste. -  “T-can not come further,’ the imprisoned girl re- 
plied i in the faint accents of utter exhaustion. “ You 
sees Pree along the trail for about three _ doe & ats ausdned 46 this Geeadiul Gell” | 
He was completely hidden by the rank growth ae} | te langhed . wake ee Pere pen hy 
the woods in the summer, from the river. But he “sneere ae ee able down there, is i she 
sys eae precaution to be sure that he was not being - “The prisoner a eed 


: Hi “Rats make oor pla mates, now don’t they?” 
First for a long space he walked firmly along. on added. Maric. ree | y | 7 


hard ground making no track. ; 
‘Then he noiselessly climbed a tree; taking a Tong 
look at the surrounding country, to Se: if anywhere 


_ The prisoner was crying feebly. 
Y And bread and water is not good fare, eh?” ” 
The voice of the prisoner was low with longing as 


signs of human life could be seen. ‘OKs asked for food. 
Next he removed his Pe and reversed them “Nothing but bread aa water,” replied Marie, 
on his feet. ; “ nothing else until you have signed the papers.” ” 
Then he made for more than half a mile numerous _The prisoner’s head went up with a proud ait. Her 
tracks in the soit ground, dim eyes even in the darkness could be seen flashing 


Under a great tree Stewart veadtaed’ the. proper with inflexible will. 
fashion in wearing top boots, and then he made many — Her voice became firmer in its tone. 
tracks, which he took care to have. tun hither BAY “I will starve in this hole before I sign the papers,” 


thither. Se) oie said with a tone of absolute finality. 


Next he removed his boots and put on a. Bair ORC Uaiy et ALS you choose,” replied Marie, equally as firm in 


s with which he made many tracks, and — her. tone. “If you would rather starve here in that 

Finally. ted his trail to a broad creek, on the bank of - ‘tat-hole, with no food, you are at liberty to do so. I 

which he made many more blurring tracks. YS \ Bive-you one chance, and one only for your freedom.” 
“Tf anyone follows me they will be sure I swam ‘ “What is that chance?” 


that creek, which is fifty feet wide and very. deep - “Every chance in the world. If you sign the papers 
here, and I will be pretty safe from spying eyes,” re- you will be freed tomorrow. You may go where you 
marked Stewart to himself. “Gosh I am glad to be choose and when you choose. My father and I will 
ble to talk. Jt has been a long time since I could agree to send you to any city you may name, and you 
‘ lik: it hurt to swear inwardly when the dickens is will be free to go back to your old life.” 
in ae s 1 found out when I started in to play the. A “Ts there any mental reservation in that offer? ” 
orate pak But the secret of the dungeon beats. me pt pA None, except that you must. swear that you will 
that. . 1 have made a startling discovery. anyway.” never reveal the secret of our hamlet here. ‘Line City, 
Soon Stewart was Peay ne apne toward: the, ash ‘must 1 never be told of by you, to anyone,” 
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F Hee can you. trust ae EEC N HY og ~ 


“You feel sure that I will not betray you he 1 
lee such an. oath, even after the horrible SUP CTITES. 
you have inflicted upon me!) mei fee 

“ec Yes. 39 ES ' . 

“ Remem ber I have been here for many, months.” 

~ | know.’ 

“You. have chained. me here in irons to. a post. in 
“this fearful cell.” Bag ate ee ae a 

és Yes. 99 ‘ co t 

“T can not walk more than < a few steps, 

‘“ Yes. ”? . , 

“Tam beset with vermin.” | 

“ Yes. 33 


“Vou have ees starved me to death.” ee 
Ley Rat : 


” ue 


“At times I pray for death, rather than the is 


that seems to be creeping over me?” 
SEY €8: 
of your name to a paper will free you at once.’ 
“You are not a woman, Marie Falloux, you are a 
. devil.” : | 


Marie sneered. 

“ Devil or woman, I care not ue I am, oh re- 
plied. “But you will live here in that. dungeon, which 
we built to tame the spirits of the band my father 


has organized in his tace for a fortune without work- 


ing hard for it,- until you are ready to sign those 
papers, or you will die here, with’ the papers unsigned. 
I care not really which course you take.” 


“And I reply to you, Marie Falloux, that I would 


rather die knowing that my corpse would be eaten by 
rats that infest ny horrible cell, before I ae your 


- 


infamous terms.” | eee 
about Line City for twenty’ miles that I did not know, 


Tie, then,’ eHeitad Marie as She aisha the trap 
door shut, and turned to leave the room. — 

Three forms softly blocked her way. — 

The girl’s hand stole to her revolver. | 

But before she could move, a Steet ees ‘was 
thrown over her head: ~ | es 

She felt herself lifted from her fast eee 

‘She was carried with incredible swiftness from the 
room, and by a man whose iron grip brooked no 
struggles; and then she felt herself lifted‘to a horse. 

Her feet were tied to the saddle. — 

_Her-arms were pinioned behind her. : 

The tetrible pressure on her throat from the hand of 
the man who had first grasped her was released. 

But she felt someone Press a Tevet bareel | against 
her forehead. 7 

She well knéw then, that the dated not. scream. 

“ Melican girl, no cry; I kill. 2 

Marie felt that she was in the grasp a Chee ee 
the most desperate of the Chinese rovers in her father’s. 
band; she, with all her bravery, dared not resist the 
hissing command for quietness. . 


~ 


Then the horse that ee the girl dashed for- 


ward at top speed. PE i 


She knew that she was a prisoner in the is of a 


_ Chee Loo, and felt that Quong Duck, and Chee Loo, 
_ was aided in the work of abduction by Wing Tung; 
_ these: three Chinamen, she remembered, having been. 


_ the trio to disappear into the oe after the oe f 


va in the old hut. . 
_ Marie was a girl whose life. since she ‘could remem~ 
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R | 
“Tf you swear a solemn oath that i you will not re-. 
| veal any of-our secrets here ] know you will not.” 


- end her life in a trice for not a man among her ab- 


was the victim of a plot, but as to who was at the 


And one little act of yours, there signing 


which had snatched her away from her father’s pay 


shot if you do.” — 


ty ian 


ou know w. Par 
you kno : me eons eM 9 Dad, he no. be tellee_ tye 
where you at, se 7 eee Sept t 
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Thee had been a. ‘struggle amid fence, disloyal, traitor a 
ous men.: r | we 

Before she was in her early ‘ tebns?”” her revolver 
had blazed quick death to one man who had insulted — 
her. As she was much alone at Line City, when her — 
father was away on his smuggling and other wwindligg 
trips, she had gotten used to looking out for hersall f 
and her wits in the first mile of the: journey beat : 
to frame some plan for an escape. ‘ 

Marie knew, however, that it would ‘be ‘impossible _ 
to escape by means of screams for help. 

One cry for help would be her last; a ‘bullet would — Rs 


ie 









eA, 


te Se 


: Ss 
Hwee Sie gt 


a 


-ductors would hesitate to take her life the instant so 
she made a sound. as mh . oe 

But she could. hear the Chinamen alking in Chinese _ Bie 
to each other and as she knew a few words of ee 
speech, she managed to gain the information that she 


at 54, 


~~ 


L a ot. we 


bottom of the plot she could not learn. § . 5 
After a long spirited ride the girl had come to no 
conclusion as fo the reason for her San ary, Beeves 
ment. 
As she was ‘urning the puzzle over in her mind aie’ 
heard one of the Chinamen speak to the others in ‘the 
party, and her horse came to a quick stop. | 
She. felt herself lifted from her horse and then hee: 
head was uncovered and she found herself deep in a the — 
“ioreshoutiac mr. bee 
She looked about as well as she was pees but could | ; 
see no trail leading to the spot where a halt was made. __ 
In every direction she could ont see thick under- | 
brush, and tall trees. 
“T am in the depths of the woods about thice or 
four miles from Line City,” the girl thought, “and 
while I was sure that there was not a foot of forest 


- 


— , 
4 


te SS - 
ae ee St es eS 


7 


I confess that-I do not know this spot. I wonder — 


_ where I am?” 
Marie was not Bivens much opportunity: FOF further | 
investigation, mathe 


Chee Loo, who seemed to be the leader i in the pa 


of brigands, came forward and after loosening her 
bonds and removing her gag so that she could speak, | 
stood before her and began asking questions. _ 

“ How likee you dis?” he said in pigeon English | 
affected by the Chinamen of the West, when in con- 
versation with the white race. : 


“JT don’t like it at all,” Marie re lied with S ri ow 
“ Why have you taken me here?” a pi it, : si 
“ Bimeby tell, velly well now, you no thy: runee, eh 


you get killee,” gravely answered the Chinaman with | 
ss a dark scowl of menace. S 


-“ Look here, Chee ‘Loo, ” replied Marie. 
get. gay with me, for you know. you are 


“« Don’t se a 
going: to get 


es Who shootee me, Paiae' ‘quick no?” replied Sires: | y 
-00, = 4 


nm My father,” answered. ‘Marie. ae You Gite as him 
well enough to be sure that he won’t stand for this. 
ey i: ne ioe me fC ue hunt. you out if you hae 
were in the middle. ° ina—th We 
Chee Loo.” Lae da : ae en: POR. fee BOF 


“ 39 
Me ‘no scaree, , fouberod! the mysterious. yellow | 
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mean that 1 am your prisoner and that no Our fliend.” ; 


one can tell my father w 


; 


| here lam?” questioned Marie.” “1 make trouble for your friend?” ‘ 

eee ee oe ee » Many times in the affirma- a eben tg,’ ge) i 2 a8 High shee ae dae ne ae 

im Oh ae : Aer eoll. : baa CMON PEE ay ip |, Who is your friend? ie ae 
nA tema W*88ins your yellow head,” cried Marie Pig ove BUTS. ts 
ee head, and your sneaking little slant. eyes. “Piggy Butts.” EARS grea Ps ay) St aR nar ae 
Raise a ae a gum here, I would fill you full of | “You mean to say that you have brought me here _ 

vee a horseradish grater. at pet se Ny Ue aati because you ‘think I make trouble for 
lie 4 o can do, no savez gun, eh?” the Chinaman re- your friend, who is Pig-faced Butts?” 

Marie was silent. She knew the words were too “ But man, Pip teed Butts is half crazy?” ~~ 
russ Het-weapons had been taken from*her, She had ¢Novelazey = PN Sarna ah 
no ‘rusty revolver swinging easy. to her hand: but “Yes, he is, I say, crazy as a loon.” ea 
she had after all, some sort of a weapon in a keen “Not clazey. He goodee man.” he 
stiletto she wore buried deep beneath her skirt in a. Marie puzzled over this reply for some time. > 
convenient pocket, and shie trusted to this weapon as “I don’t know that I see what you mean,” she at. 
a last resort, although she knew that an open search length replied, “ will you eapbaate er 08 Die Se ea He 
for it would only end’ in her being deprived of the ‘ You gottee girl lockee up in darkee cellee, you — 


weapon. tak 
- So the girl played har 
bring the stiletto into pl 
“ You haven’t told me w 
here?” she asked next. af 
~ Goin’ tellee you, pretty quick, soon,” answered 
Chee -Loo. | ‘ 
“ Fire ahead, and tell then,” rejoined Marie. — 
She looked about cautiously as she spoke. 
She saw that Quong Duck and Wing Tung, were 
acknowledging Chee Loo as the master, and as. the 
leader of the party. — Se ta RR EY 
They had withdrawn apart and were holding their 
own horses and the one that Chee Loo had ridden. 
Marie’s horse was standing by her side, and she 
held the animal’s bridle in her hand. 
The horse was eagerly cropping the shrubs about 


d for time and opportunity to 


hy you have brought me 


them, and Marie gave him as full liberty as his bridle © 


rein permitted. . ye. 

Marie further saw that the spot where the China- 
men had taken her was without doubt théir camp, and 
it was probable that the three men had secretly hur- 


ried to this spot while awaiting an opportunity to. 


abduct her, after their fight in her father’s hut, in. 
which so much blood had been shed. ac 
Marie was determined if possible to get to the bot- 
tom of the reason for her forcible removal, and to the 
trouble that led to the fatal fight so close to her 
father’s house, and in which these three men had 
demonstrated their wonderful ability with revolvers. © 
“IT said tell me why you have brought me here?” 
“You know, pretty, much quickee,” replied Chee 
Loo. 4 
‘Do you expect to get money for my return! 
The Chinaman shook his head in a negative reply, 
not wishing that Marie should learn too mu 


kill me?” 


3? 


real motive behind her abduction. 
“Do you do this because you want to 
Again a negative shake. | 
“Tias someone offered you money to bring me 
here?” 
r No.” o . d e Pa 
The yellow fiend spoke ae ee word in seeming 
sincerity, hoping to deceive the girl. i 
“Then aie have you brought me here?” 
“You makee tlouble.” 
“IT make trouble? 
‘< Yes.” 
“Who for?” 


\ 


$ + 


"Now. let’s make this thing up between us. 


ch of the | 


lettee girl go, or—’ : 


_ Chee Loo as he replied brought an accurate mental — 
‘picture of.a girl being shot to death by Chinese thugs, 
to the mind of Marie, by a clever pantomime. 
_ In spite of her undoubted courage she grew a trifl 

white about the mouth. ee ie ae , 
“You are crazy, sure, 


Chee. Loo,”. Marie continued. oN 
2 I will 
| pay you good money to let me go.” ©). 

Chee Loo shook. his head again like an animated 
OR eUnieibes Scweal SoC UR ce Ce ae 

_“ Well, what do you want me to do to buy my free- 
dom—you surely do not wish to kill me?” | 

The Chinaman leaned forward in his anxiety. His 
eyes glanced like those of an attacking serpent. 
“We keepee you here, till we gettee out dat gal, 
you gettee free like easy after dat, bimebye.” | 

_ Chee Loo said these words in his silkiest tone. 

_ Marie saw in a moment that the three men were in 
league to aid Pig-faced Butts in getting to the bottom 
of the Mystery of the Dungeon. Her heart was filled 
with rage, and she swore a mental oath to kill Pig- 
faced Butts on sight if she ever got out of the dilemma 
in which she found herself. Bi 
_ But Marie saw it was time to play her trump card. — 

She had only one desperate chance of escape before. 
here ye eg 6, wie 
_ She had. sank down near her horse which she con- 
trived to covertly pull between her and Chee Loo, 
Then her hands went to her face as she burst into 
tears, which were real enough but proceeded entirely 


” - 


from rage. 
One white hand stole down to her dress skirt. 
She seemed to be fumbling from time to time for 


a pocket handkerchief. 3 | 
At length she grasped the handle of her stiletto. 
_ With a swift motion she drew the handkerchief out 
ol her pocket, but entwined within it was her deadly 
PSCILELTON Sere ees) us 

Oh, Chee Loo,” she said in agony apparently. “T 
“give in. Come here and I will do anything to get 
away from your clutches. You shall know all about 
the Mystery of the Dungeon.” . | 
_. Chee Loo drew nearer to the girl, his face aflame 
with pleasure at his easy victory. | et 

When he was within two feet of her, Marie jumped | 

With the speed of the ti 
she grasped the Chinaman 


ger jumping upon the deer, 
by the arm. 


Vy , 
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16 
Flash! , 
There was the glint of light on the deadly stiletto 

as it was poised above Marie’s head. . 

With all the force of her supple frame the girl 
buried the weapon in the yellow neck of the China- 


man. 
With just a slight moan, hardly loud enough to 
be heard by his companions, Chee Loo fell forward. 
His legs drummed like a partridge’s wing on the 
eround; he died almost immediately. 

But Marie did not await the final ending of her 
blow. 

She jerked her horse around toward the most open 
part of the woods; with a splendid spring vaulted into 
the saddle, and with a lash of her quirt across the 
flanks of her horse, and with one foot goading the 
animal to frenzy with her spur, she darted down the. 
glade, while Wing Tung, and Quong Duck sent shot 
after shot, in vain after her, as she flew along. 

Marie was safe so far as the shots ‘were concerned 
in the first one hundred yards of her reckless burst for 


oo safety. 


The woods closed over her and shielded her from 
the two remaining outlaws. ; | | 
Marie rode almost stretched out on the back of her 
horse, not only to escape the shots of the Chinamen, 


‘but also to keep from being swept off her horse by 


low hanging tree limbs as she darted through the 


_ forest. 


“T am safe at last,” the girl cried, in triumph, as 
she pulled up her almost spent horse after a two mile 
run at the animal’s utmost speed. 

But just as she spoke a man grasped her bridle. 

Her stéed stopped with one or two mad plunges. 

She felt herself literally lifted from her seat, and 
felt herself again pinioned by a man whose strength 
she saw was. great. | | 

“You ate my prisoner,” a voice yelled in her ear. 

Marie Falloux fainted with the stress of the terrible 
emotions pent up in her wildly beating heart. 


CHAPTER VII. 
PAUL VANCE TO THE RESCUE. 
Jack Stewart, alias Jacques Diogo, alias “ Dummy,” 


saw that the strange shape hailing him, was none 


. \ 


other than his friend, and fellow member of the . 
' American Mounted Scouts, Paul Vance. | 


“Hello, Paul,” Stewart: said simply. 
“Hello, Stewart,” cried Paul in return: 


“Better draw off into the woods on the top of that 


little hill there, where the road leads to the left, and 
crosses the trail at right angles. ? 
road and trail there. I may be followed.” | 
“Good scheme,” answered Paul. “We can see 
both ways up or down, trail or road, for about a mile. 


Anyone coming either way we can quickly detect.” 


“Exactly.” 


Upon atriving at the point Vance gave his horse | 


about twenty-five feet of lariat for grazing room, and 


7" 


x 
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having passed one end of the raw-hide about a big — 
tree, and secured it firmly with a half-hitch or two, — 


Vance rejoined Stewart. ao | 
He found his friend and fellow Scout calmly smok- 


ing his pipe, seated on a great log. 


“Well, how did you get here?” Vance asked 
Stewart. ete | es pea i 

“Walked” ad 

“I noticed that; but why?” ark 


Les : : 


_“ Didn’t have a hotse.”’ 4 
“Well, why are you here?” 


“To try and find some more of the dread secrets of 


the Falloux gang of bandits.’ 
_..“ Are you succeeding?” 
“Never had better luck.” rae 
“ How did you get into the ranks of the gang?” — 


“It was easy. After I left you in camp I hurried to. 
a point on the Red River where I knew a lot of smug-_ 


glers used to hang out.” | 

~“ You mean near Robbers’ Row, as they call the 
hamlet on the Red River where Henri Falloux first 
secretes his plunder when he has smuggled it over the 
border from Canada? ”’ 


“ Rxactly.” 0 | 


‘The place where he loads his big flat-boat for the — 


trip to Line City, up the Red River?” 
6é Yes.” | ‘ 
“ Did you get in with Falloux there? ” 
ie edad, | 
“How?” 


“T got there about the time I knew he was over the 


border. When his stuff began to come in to the 
ranch he owns near Robbers’ Row, I mixed with his 
gang.” | 
“You are a pretty good mixer?” 
“ Fairish. Anyway, he 
wagon load.” 
“Pretty brazen, eh?” 
~ Yes. TI found he used twelve canvas-covered 


- 


wagons, the regular old time ships-of-the-desert, style, — 
which the Argonauts of "49 used to use in the first — 


great dash for California over the plains.” 


“ Why those wagons hold twice what the average — 


wagon will hold nowadays.” 


“ That's right. He had six big mules hitched to each — 
wagon, and each wagon was loaded down to the limit Ag 


with stuff.” : 


“ Whew! What do you estimate the smuggled stuff — 


he had in his wagons?” : 


“It will hit many hundred thousand dollars T MS 


think.” 

‘ ‘That’s quite a haul.” 

_ Yes, and there’s more behind it: He 
doing this same haul every month for years.” 


“Then he has smuggled—wh He ‘ | ‘ Aourat 
_ gled millions of dolar eet must have smug- 


border.” 
od guess you've hit it all right.” 
‘How does he get rid of all the stuf?” 
“I am not clear as to that yet. 

as if he bulked his stuff in a ‘cache 

Line. City. 


he leaves his plundet there until he 
or West to handle it for him. and 
small lots, so that cu 


wise.” 
+ 7 


ae 


packed his stuff in by the 


has been 


of goods over the 


—-_~ roe 


But at looks to me _ 
in the woods near 
City. Probably he has a lot of wooden build- 
ings buried in the woods, Somewhere, near here, and 
gets someone East) 
he ships it out in 
custom house men will not get gat 
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i a ba eee bad opinion’ that Falloux had conceived of him, 
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| bh Aden 2% . got away with it all this ene | handed, to. the bandit’ chief. . Pe Me et aR ER TR CONUNY We) 
e addec didn’t have a bit of trouble until Gi i os RR ee A Ses Savane 


it “Tam deaf and dumb. e 4 eo} ue 
: i She entre Halloux got into the Oe ee are deaf and dumb, you: ee Lexi Bish G 
“Didn't I tel pes ave ee oe of a horse thief, are you?” yelled Falloux ashe | 
9 mance that those pretty hazel eyes ‘started 3 a y our stamped on the paper Stewart had’ handed him. ‘Then fare © 








heart.” . he simply foamed. at the mouth with "ban } i 4 eG ieee 

x oA Ota Pat the ban ati yelleds i iy 28 

Stewart grinned sheepishly. Bia Scag ohne (ad : ee z nigh " y eae eae 

eee ae Lae Siete ee ms aie bei wish vith her True to his. role on did not: vy ae an oes ea Ss 

rather too quick with her - but ote a ain, is Beta song, of am deaf BEd eos 

weapons to please this American Scout.” RQ Tt ae oe ae ai Z ad 

& Did she try to trap you?” He ST ge seconde vary Beara) to sie F lien aut (aumee Gak 

I should reply, yes. She tried me ‘out. in a dozen 2 “He grasped. Stewart's pad and Wrote: Oey bi eon 

ways and several times she had me up spas it. “Have: you Seen Marie?” he wrote. Cr eithar ae 

But I crawled over them all.” | ace NOY ee sae her in ny with you, "replied ate hs 

“Then she didn’t suspect ee Fie Stewart, tsa sig at 
“ She suspected me for some time. Bie I thought “She j isn ‘ in ‘camp, 1 we can t aad any trace of her,” 


every minute of the bullet she presented me, which i is ‘wrote Palloum his face: now v desperately wan and old 
_ still roaming about my system somewhere and I just . and White Met Me INN aah ea 
said to myself, that I’d fool her, just as hard as > She - part Where aia cies go? ROHN ig ae I PAS og AMS 


ee me. in the forest shat night. ; | “ey do not know. “We last saw yas Site “the hut | 
Have you recovered your papers yet?” where the Chinks and the others had a fight.” oy 
“ No. And I haven't yet the slightest idea where “Did no. one see ther come out?” eh ret 
she has secreted them. But I will set to them before Woh Mo bits we found. traces of several moccasins — 


long, you bet.” a | Me | about. the door. of the hut; and tracks made by. three 
I eee you will. i (ek ee CORSeS: leading to. the’ woods.” 43 


“ Oh, I am sure to get them back. I feel that ifthe © ‘Whose moccasins made the tracks? e | 
gang don’t get my alley and get next to me ae I will — nes “es Several of oir men are sure that one of the mes ts 
land them all in prison.”’ _ were made by. the Epinenan, Chee Loo.” 

“Is there anything else to tell me? We had better — « What?” | 
get away from each other. We have been talking — 
some time. They may send out some one to ee 
you. gf 


. # Yes, the ey ae devil, ‘who kicked up the 
muss and skipped’ after putting bullets into two of 


nh ae d both of th best 
“I have provided for that. But whether they do a “aa re tes 7 : ie DRE eect tone Ly est men,” 


or not, there is one thing to remember—I’m inside the =, s ee 
ramparts. I told you I would go to Line City. Ihave RCT Ge 





done it. I told you I would get into the Falloux gang. Ts looks. to. me as if “bon have abducted your 
I have done it. 1 told you I would get back my pa- i daubhter. | jot hs 
pers—and I am going to do it.” There’ was a ‘gresatunly cfiel light j in F slides eyes. 
Vance was filled with admiration, hes Stewart “If they. have, and any harm comes to her, | will 
told ‘him that he was posing in the Falloux camp as chase, those devils into the other world if I have to 
Jacques Diogo, a dumb boatman. —: do it to get them. -What I will do to those Chinks 
“ But we must get on, my boy, although I will con- when I. ee a hasn’t been ‘written in the history. 
fess that Marie is a fascinating subject to dwell upon.” Of torture.” 
Vance then thought of matters for a second or two) Stewart was” Geonhe. titted by what Falloux said. 


nd then rematked that it was up to him to get the He knew that the Chinamen had better not been born, 
Sint ot Scouts in a camp. near the Line City gang than to. risk falling into the hands of Henri Falloux. 


ready for any use that Stewart might put them to. — Before he could answer a horse rushed out of the 
“QOuite right,’ replied Stewart. * ee a quick. forest, UI ee rah t ; 

skip. I see some one coming up the trail. Nea haa He bore down “tpon the two men. 
As sdon as Vance had vanished in the woods, Stew- As. he dashed by like a huge:phantom of a horde 


art retraced his way to the trail and soon came face — - going at wonderful speed there fell from his saddle a 
to face with the man who was toiling up ‘the steep bit of blue-ribbon. | 


path-like way, puffing and blowing. . i Falloux rushed to the bit of bright color and picked 
Stewart saw that the man was Henri Falloux and 1EStp. ae eae 
that his face was white with wrath. RAN eRe “Marie wore oe ae ] last saw Men only a. Save 


alloux greeted Stewart in a long roll of queer | “hours ago,” the desperado yelled. “She has been. 

Pe een oaths, and in the funniest kind of | spirited away . by those yellow devils. Get back to 
mixture of French and English. ays camp, turn, out. the entire band, for I will rescue her 
Stewart stood smiling as the words twisted away and kill ce abductors before twenty-four hours are 


; ished a speech in. over.” NST Ce eae maa 
from Falloux, and when he had finis a SP ee Bes eaten to 
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‘plucked her from her saddle. 
_ quick in bending her trigger finger to suit)me; she 


=n was ae ee ea 
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CHAPTER VIII. 
MARIE FALLOUX’S FLIGHT. 


When Marie Falloux came to herself, she found that 
her horse had disappeared. SR Aa 

She looked about with swimming head but could 
see nothing of the animal. | | | 

“ Ho, ho, Hee! Heel” 

A man’s voice roared near her. aR 

She turned to see who was making the sound ex- 
pecting to have her eyes focus on the evil face of the 
Chinaman, Wing Tung, or his equally evil companion, 
QOuong Duck. ; 

instead her eyes fell upon the laughter wreathed 
face of Paul Vance, who leaned on his rifle in an 
easy position. iti 

‘Paul Vance,” cried Marie. “ Another one of those 
cursed American Scouts.” BUC aero ps 

Paul’s wide-brimmed hat swept the ground as jhe 
mockingly made the girl a sweeping bow. | 
“Il cry you mercy,” hetittered.~ Indeed, had ‘I 


‘known that the wood nymph who rushed by me on a 
steed of mettlesome fire, was my dear old friend 


Marie Falloux, | would have hesitated before I had 
arie Falloux is rather 


shoots rather too well at pursuing American. Scouts.” 

“IT suppose that is a fling because I shot your 
side-partner,” boldly answered the girl. “What be- 
came of him?” | : 


_ “At the present time he is lying in his lonely grave, 


not aware that you let his foolish life out with your 
deadly bullet.” 3 = 
“I -wonder if you are: lying?” | 
“I lie to such a,fair lady, oh fie!” 
“ Anyway I didn’t try to kill him. That’s the trouble 
with your American made gun, it kills, but an English 
made gun, stops your enemy, but doesn’t kill him.” 
“Now, Sweet Marie, why don’t you get your 
father to smuggle an English gun over the border, the 


.next time he jumps said border?” | 


Marie turned pale. it a 

__“ Nonsense,” she cried. “ My father does no smug- 
gling. He is a'decent trader, who does nothing but 
legitimate trading.” . 
“Oh, Marie, Marie, how you can lie? I am really 
ashamed of you, for. you know Marie, you are now 
under arrest charged by me with being a smugeler 
and a desperate member of the Falloux band of out- 
laws.’ | Rest NC is 

“How,dare you make such a charge? I will make 
you prove them.” AVERT Cant 

“ You are a little mixed in your language, but let 


me tell you that I propose to charge you with smug-— 


gling, and I propose to prove ‘them,’ as you put it, in 
the United States courts,’ ANA aac) 3 

“How absurd.” has a 
ys Thmote | | 

“ Why'you haven’t a chance in the world to prove 
your charges.” _ | 3 | 


~~ 


_ “We will see about that; but any way we won't 
go further into this matter, not if we know it: Just 
“now you are my fair prisoner.” paige pu | 


“Where is my horse?” Dp mela ee Uy Ab | 
“The last time I saw him he was hitting up a record 

pace through the woods.” he De cris eee tt Ss 
“Which way was he going?” 


: 
~ 
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“Both ways, it seemed to me, but fast enough to 
get both ‘ends of him out of my sight in a jiffy. 
“Why didn’t you leave me aloner sick: 
“Because you are needed to round out my career. 


‘T have arrested many a male smuggler, but never be- 


fore did I arrest such a pretty thing as you aic—or — 
one so faithless.”’ See ! | 
Marie bit her lip. = Spa . 

She saw that Vance was playing with her; but she — 
further. perceived that Vance did not propose to re-— 
lease her. — = | Feet y) 
She knew that she had no weapon now. Her stil- 
etto was left sticking in the throat of Chee Loo. " 

“I am lost indeed,” the girl thought. “I am in 
the hands of this American Scout, a prisoner, and he 
will undoubtedly make good his threat to have me 
tried by a jury for smuggling.” |. 

Marie turned cold, at the thought. 

The smuggling charge did not dismay her, She 
was young and a few years’ imprisonment she did not. 
dread. ae | 

But there was the ugly threat of murder and a trial 
that might end in her execution, for shooting the 
companion scout, to Vance; and her heart was heavy 
as:she turned toward Vance-determined to find out 
really, whether she had killed Stewart or not. 

“Where did you bury the body of the scout I shot?” 
she asked. | : oR 

“In a deep grave, amid flowers and where the birds 
sing daily over the corpse of our hero,” mourned 
Vance, 

* Honest?’ yo 

“ Honest Injun.” 

“JT never met one.” | 

“Never met what?” 

“An honest Injun.” Pastas 

Vance roared. 

“Well, now you remind me of it, neither have I. 
But in this case, you will have to wait and see what 
you will undoubtedly get next to in time, ] am unable — 
to submit the corpse of Jack Stewart as an exhibit — 


in this case to prove to you that you killed him, but I~ 


again implore you to believe that you did.” / 

Marie saw that future questioning would not solve 
the problem. 3 | | 

She hung her head a prey to many fears. 

As for Vance, he also was not as easy in his mind 
as he pretended to be. | at 
In‘the first place he knew that he had no evidence 

upon which :to arrest Marie. 

He knew further that if there was any evidence in 
the hand of the American scouts against the Falloux 
gang for smuggling, that Jack Stewart held it en- 
irely. X hee 

But he knew first, last, and all the time that Stew- © 


art was anxious to get Marie out of the way, and he 


knew that he might bluff the girl into not trying to 


_ escape him, until Stewart had time to carry out his — 


plans. | 

“I will have to: let this little she-devil go sooner 
or later, of course,” Vance thought. “ But I will bluff — 
her into staying as long as she wishes, and then when 
she don’t wish, I can’t hold her. She would kick up _ 
all kind of a riot in Washington, if I detained her too. 


long. Claim false imprisonment, and Washington al- ¥ 


ways believes any charge made against its men who 
are as far away as we are. So I’ll bluff as long as 1. 


| can, to help out Stewart.” 


. as . 
‘ : t 
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Vance was very serious in his next words to Marie. 


Rou eth | , 
Now, it will be hecessary for me to ask you to 
deliver to me an 


‘“Marie’s even 
smile. 
“ Goodness, man,” 


had any weapon about me that I wouldn’t have used 
' it On you ages ago, and made my escape?” she said. © 
Poor Vance blushed at his stupidity. | 


white teeth were shown in her broad 


so UNT i EN : a 1 
Was there ever such a charming little murderess,”’’ 


he shouted. .“/What a cunning little cut-throat itis?” 


" Why, what do you expect? You tell me that I am 
under arrest for beinge.a member of a smugglers’ gang; 
then, you tell me 1 may be tried for the murder of an 
American scout? Well, to kill you will only be two 
murders. No one can hang me twice.- So, I might 


as well take a chance and push you after your partner. 


Some of those little birds can sing for two dead scouts. 


as easily as one,” 


Now Paul Vance was avery brave man. But he 
felt a somber feeling of dread clutch at his heart, 
when he heard Marie speak. He knew she would kill 
him in a second had she a weapon with which to do 
it. 

“T think without doubt that you are the most re- 


morseless woman I ever met,” cried Vance. “ Your 


like does not live on this earth.” 

Marie laughed with a sarcastic intonation. 

“Don’t fool yourself that way,” she said. “ Any 
woman I know would take a longer chance than kill- 
ing you to get away from exposure.” oe 

Vance shook his head. 

“ But in this case I am safe, am J not? Having no 
weapon you can not kill me?” ist 

“ Hxactly tis | : 

“Now there is one question more to ask you.” 

“Why not ask it?” > | a 

“TI hate to bind you to my horse, and I hate to ask 
you to walk, but if I mount the horse without binding 
you to it, and try to carry you, or if I bind you to it 
and walk, it seems to me that you may resent the 
bonds.” . Pie 

“ T would, of course.” | 

‘Now will you give me your parole, that if I do 
not bind you, you will not try to escape? ”’ 

Vance hid his face in his glove to not 
see the smile that crept. over it. 

“ Much she will abide by her promise not to es- 
cape,” Vance thought. RAN 

Marie on her side was thinking that she cared little 
for a broken parole if it let her escape. 

So she answered. 

“T would not break my parole,” se 
hemently. “If I gave my word that | would not try to 
escape I would not>try.” na - 

“T wonder if your word is good for anything?” 

“Try me and find out.” ‘ 

Marie drew near as she spoke. wee 

Into her beautiful hazel eyes there crept a piteous 
note of appeal. cv Re 

She folded her hands in supplication and crept near 
to Vance, her pretty face clouded with dread. - 
Vance felt sorry for the girl, after all. ‘ 

“Poor little thing,’ he thought, “its a pity that 


rt 


let Marie 


such a beautiful girl has not been brought up to a dif- 


ferent life. She simply doesn’t know anything but 
crime—and——””’ 





oe oy 
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y weapons you may have,” he said. 


She cried, “do you think if A 


aimed directly at his heart. 


she asserted ve- 
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Vance received a blow that sent him reeling back- 


He measured his‘length in the leaves that had fallen’ 


from the trees. His head sang, and for a second he 


lay gasping, hardly conscious of his surroundings. = 
When he came partly to himself and sat up tostare 
stupidly around he found himself alone. Pi 
-\ Marie had dealt him a beautiful blow exactly at the 
point where his chin made an inviting mark. ts 


No pugilist could have “put one over” better. 


‘Paul Vance had-been in ring language “floored” 


with a stiff straight arm punch, by Marie Falloux, and. 
his fair prisoner had, while he was “ groggy,’ jumped 


on his horse with wonderful agility, and had flown 


away, free as a bird, on the back of the scout’s gallant 
GIMEN am e aes yb Dee ip aed 
While. Vance ruefully rubbed his aching jaw, he 


could hear the high shrill laughter of the girl ringing 
‘through the woods’as she escaped. 


“By thunder,” cried Vance. “‘ She didn’t violate her 


parole, but tricked me as easily as she did Jack Stew- | 


39 


att. Confound her for a ——’ | 
The humor of the situation so strongly appealed 


to the scout that he lay down in the shrubbery and. 


laughed until his head swam again and again. 
His laughter came to a sudden stop as his eyes 
caught sight of the form of a man stealing toward him 


with a rifle trained upon him. 


“Halt,” cried Vance, as he jerked his own rifle to 
his shoulder. - Halt, OF I will fire.” i 
For reply there came the vicious snap of a rifle, 


* 


CHAPTER IX. 
A ONE SIDED LOVE AFFAIR. 


Far in the lead of the large gang of infuriated 
bandits, far in fact ahead of Henri Falloux; who had 
almost exhausted himself by the imprecations and 
threats he had uttered against the Chinese abductors 
of Marie, strode Jack Stewart, now once more in the 
robber-gang, as Jacques Diogo. — 

“This game is mighty interesting,” quoth Jack to 
himself.“ But if Marie was fifty times worse than she 
is L wouldn’t leave her longer than I could help in the 
hands of those Chinamen. That would come under 
our law against cruel and unusual punishments.” 

Jack felt in his soul that Marie was able to take 
care of herself; but he also felt sorry for her father, 
Henri Falloux, for never had he seen such a tempest 
of wrath sweep over any man, as it had over Falloux 
when he became: conyinced that the Chinamen had 
spirited away his only daughter, in fact the only hu- 
man being in the world that Falloux cared for. — 

“No matter how perfidious, how unaccountably 


wicked a man may be, he at least loves his child,” 
thought Jack. “I can’t feel much sympathy for Fal- 
loux, for he must have known what the end of a 
daughter must be who was being brought up merely 


as a criminal, but——” ; 
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Here Jack’s thoughts suddenly terminated, for rid- 
ing quite at ease through the dense woods came the 
subject of the search, pretty Marie, herself, riding 
quite as easily as if escape from the hands of two 
desperadoes, was what she usually did every day. 


“ What, how!” stammered Jack. 

It was fortunate that 'in his surprise he hardly 
pered the words, but: Marie was too overjoyed to see 
him to notice that he had spoken, anyway. ele 

She: almost snatched his pad from his hand. and be- 
gan writing the history of her escape fom the China- 
men. 7 

When she told of her killing Chee Loo, 
blood ran cold.) , tL iemoene | 

“Did you really kill him?” he wrote. 

“Why not? He was willing to kill me if I hadn’t 
killed him. first.” | | 

Stewart nodded. ss Nhe 

mw Wihere: did yous gets (pat shored Macs sate 

“It belonged to Paul Vance, that infernal American 
scout who 1s prowling about these diggings.” 

“Whate.”’ at ‘ 

“Sure.” pity ae 

Marie then wrote briefly her version of the blow 
she had given Vance. | ; 

“I left him grinning like a big monkey over his 

swelled jaw,’ wrote the girl merrily, 
. Stewart simply laughed until the tears rolled down 
his face. He now had a medium for the stopping of. 
all future comments upon his anxiety to catch Marie, 
and which ended in the reception of an uncomfortable 
bullet in his lungs. 

“What. did you say to Vance?” 
length. 

“Not anything that could hurt us here,” the girl 
replied. “ He seemed to know a lot about our smug- 
gling plans, but what of it? He can not really prove 
anything against us.” | A 

“Of course not.” Wr 
_ Stewart thought a moment, then he continued writ- 
ing. pata 04 seg 
“Was he alone?” he wrote. | | 
“Yes. He says I killed the fellow that was with 
him, a scout named Jack Stewart.” 9.) 

“ Write me about that matter, will you please? ” 
The girl detailed her trickery passed upon Stewart, 


Stewart’s 


aR 


‘asked Jack at 


apparently never thinking that the man, Jacques Dio- 


g9, was the fellow that she had shot; but poor Stew- 
art's cheeks burned when he read the final words to 
the merry description the girl gave of her talk with 
Stewart, just before she shot him.. | | 
-“T sold him the sweetest gold-brick, any man ever 
bought,” the girl wrote. Bech a te | 
“Yes, he-he-—yes, now wasn’t it great?” Stewart 
wrote in reply. “ Say, you know how to fool 'a fellow, 
don’t you?”’. Wie Pate Bb E 
‘ All ‘except you,” 
she wrote much the same words, when she remem- 
bered that Diogo, as she'knew Stewart, was a mute. 
_ Stewart was “up against it” at once. , 
“Confound the girl,” he thought, “is she going to 
(aMmeke Lov @: to merc iashs 9 02 Ce  aeice 
Then he wrote, just the very thing you see, he 
ought not to have written under ‘the circumstances. 
“What do you mean?” he pencilled. : ? 
If he had stopped to think he would have put down 


-. words that would have taken the conversation away 
». from the question he 


knew the girl would write next. 


ea 


wihis- 7 


cried the girl, but with a blush, 
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The question, came: cies. Pee 
“Why don’t you marry me?” wrote Marie, with a _ 
great vivid wave of color that swept over her face, 

~~ Stewart swallowed about the way a fish does when — 
it is pulled-out of its native element. ~~ eee 
He did not. know how to answer the girl. He was 
man enough not to wish to. use her affections to lure 
her onward, where he could arrest her and her father, 


and break up the entire desperate Palloux gang; in 


fact he was. in a dreadfully awkward position, with _ 
the direct appeal of the girl here in her own hand- 


writing under his eyes, and her eyes dwelling anx- — 


iously upon him. i: 
“Darn it,’ thought Stewart, “I wish I hadn't come 
here. I don’t want to ‘rope’ this girl, this way, why 
did the addled headed little vixen ever get the idea 
that she was in love with the ‘ Dummy?’ ” 
Fortunately Stewart was saved the need of an an- 
swer just then, for with a cry of relief up dashed 
Henri: Falloux; and behind him came the bulk of the 
smuggling crew all armed to the teeth, and as fine a 
looking gang of guerrillas, as Stewart had ever seen. 
Stewart was surprised also at the’ depth of affection 
shown by Henri Falloux when he saw his daughter. 
_ The sight of a man whose cruel nature made him a 
by-word far and near, weeping great salt tears, was 
something that Stewart, even in his checkered life had 
never seen before; it startled and pained him. 
“By thunder,” he thought, “I wish I was out of 
this gang, and hadn't gone into this thing quite ‘so 
recklessly. Revenge is a note that we ought not to 
touch very much J see. [I am sorry for Falloux and 
his daughter—confound the girl, if [ don’t skip quick 
she will marry me-out of hand.” 3 
And there was more danger in this than’ Stewart 
really knew, for if Marie had really known that he 
was Jack Stewart, the little tigress would undoubtedly 
have married him for revenge and shot him the next 
moment out of spite. | * 


Stewart managed to keep a respectful distance from 
his too ardent wooer the remainder of the way back 
to Line City. a | 

The girl tried often to get near him, but by use 
of many subterfuges Stewart managed to keep her 
from getting him where she could resume. the con- 
versation. | a 3 , | 

“She is.a devilish pretty girl; at that,” he thought, 
“but I would hate to be her husband. Most women 
take their quarrels out of their husband by dint of a 


long tongue; this girl has got a long revolver, which 
she would be liable to use on hubby, any old time, he 


came home with one of his usual jags on. Not any 
for me. I’d rather» marry a powder-magazine; it’s 
SRP ayaa ets a ot R oles 

Marie’ told her father the fact that the American 
scouts were on the trail of his bravo-party the first 


chance she got. 


_ Falloux’s face was black with 
heard the story. | : 


| pe e must try to get rid of our. stuff at once,” he 
decided. quickly. ee dead serious matter to have 
the American scouts after us. We must get out of 


‘rage when he had 


> 


dane Clty at. Once lary Aue 


“What, and leave all these valuable braiding lots,” 


real estate man and sell off the lots, » There ought to 


- cried Marie: “ Say, father, why don’t you get to bea 


be a lot. of money in the game of selling them off to 








; Marie. 
_-know, since our last 


i 


_ Raster men Wiis have the : small- farm” bee in “their. 
bonnets.” 


je RY eH must pull up as 
_ over the border into Canada, ” insisted Falloux. 
W ould we be: any safer there than here?” cried. 


| aolck as we can es Hodee: 


We aren’t popular over in ange, ee 


visit. there.” 

“Then: we had better. throw up our dards? “replied” 
her father. “Any way, we can clean up enough now. 
in a short time to let us. get into the far North West. 


There we can change our names and live respectiuily _ 
on our gains. hee 


“ Father. you can’t. tee decently. You have, been | 


at this game too longs. I couldn’t stand for. any 
. thing around me but. ‘the old gang. They are dead 
- tough I know, and we live every ‘moment. in danger 
of sudden death, but E like the life. Anyway, what. 
can the Mounted Scouts do? ‘ 


morrow there would bee nothing here that would in-~ 
criminate us? ff 


** Nevertheless, it’s getting Sets hot here for us. 


That girl you insisted in shutting up m the dungeon - 


would be pretty bad Sreape for us, if she should ber; 


found.” 


Marie’s teeth tenthied upon her under lip. 
She had thought of Pig-faced Butts, just then. 


“ There*is just one iman | need just 5 now, the sin 


said to her father. 
‘“ Who is that?” 
** Pig-faced. Butts.” 
‘What ‘do you want of a x 
“The moment I see him I am going to shoot hint? 
‘ What has he done to ee 
‘“ Betrayed us,’ 
“ What?” 
“* Betrayed us.” 
“ How?” 


Marie told her father ort Chee Loo had auras to 


her about poor Pig- oe, Butts being implicated in 
her abduction. 


A deadly cree gleam came into the eyes of Fal. 


ei E 

The minute we get back to camp I will ‘send Ee 
Pig-faced,’’ he roared. “Tf you don't kill him on sight, 
T will.” 


Stewart who was close behind Marie and or tathes | 


while the foregoing conversation was going: forward 
heard every word of it. 

“ — will haye to gd to the front for tae ” he 
thought. “ But how?” 


His active mind dwelt upon ways and means to 
save the half crazed unfortunate Pig-faced Butts; but 


no where did he see a gleam of light to point to the 


saving of the man who had earned his gies and | 


Spee ey 

“The only way to do,” Stewart finally decided, 
to let things drift. That is about all the course gas 
of us can steer when such problems face us. ET will © 


drift along and. when the right time comes, why, I 


will know just what I ought to do.” 

Marie on her side was equally in a quandry.. 

She had managed to work upon her feelings to 
such an extent that she was very sure that she wanted 
‘to marry the supposed mute: and being, as it is plain 


tterly unused 
to see, a girl of very willful disposition, utterly 
to. any cubterfages, she had thought the praDes thing © 


You have the stuff 
safely hid now in the: cache—if the scouts raided us LOs 


| girl howled. 


tu r 


6 aa was ‘to ie direct ‘9 the man she loved | and tell 


_ him of her, affection. 1 


(Ee as: nothing: by Toes! 5 rhe “thought, ae but a 
busted outlaw. He don’t dare to dig up any of his old 
friends. He can’t talk, or hear, and here I am pres 
to marry, him. Pop has’ lots: of ‘cash, and is getting — 


old, and will retire from. this game. soon. We cam 
go to any old place ‘and: live like lords from. England. Npgantsa 
_ There’s better men than he is in our gang who would - Bae 


be tickled | to death or wanted to marry them.” 


. Falloux was. ase, as to the dreaded presence Oh ¢ 


‘ihe American. scouts. 


~*T don’t like that game ‘at: all,” u he thought, “ Marie ee 
ae t See that. while we can cope with one, two, twenty | 
r fifty” scouts, that: they. will still send others out. 


See to get us, and sooner or later they will get us. 


‘I fearvit’s a ‘case’ of, close and, jump, but before we 
go, Vl fill that. infernal sneak Pig-faced Butts so full — 
of lead that he will sink in water a hundred fathoms 


- without more lead tied to his cur. body.” 


Soon the party saw the smoke from. the various 7 


huts, at Line ‘City; dimly. spouting through the woods. 
- Stewart’ SH heart gave a great jump. , 
“ Here comes the time: when I have got to do some- 
thing to help. out. poor old Piggy,” he thought, as he 


' narrowed the ‘space between him and the oR alloux’s 


so as to be within easy distance of them, when the 
time came to jump forward and rescue the unfortunate 
fellow whose - death ‘Seemed to be now coming to ne 


ee in ‘great jumps. - 


‘The bandits: “separated as soon as the camp was 
ae a 

Marie still sat astride of the horse she had stolen 
“trom Paul Vance. ‘ 

. She had worked herself into a’ white rage. 

Her eyes were brilliant with her passion. 
had she looked prettier to Stewart. 

He could hear her calling to several members of 
the bandit gane who. had not joined in the search for 
her to send Pig-faced Butts to her. 

Stewart’s hand began playing with his revolver. 

He knew now that he would shoot Marie in cold 
blood before he would let her harm a hair of the head 
of Pig-faceds 48 

“ Pig-faced, ”” yelled several ‘of the bandits. 
are you, Marie wants to see you.” 

There came no answering cry. 

But from the hut of the dungeon of mystery, there 
came a great cry of horror. 

Pigey has run away, and taken the girl from the 
dungeon with him,” one of the bandits, a tall, strong 
rover shouted as he ran up to Marie. 

Marie’s eyes were dark with wrath. 

She brought her revolver butt down upon the head 


Never 


a Where 


of the foolish | speaker who stretched his length upon 


the ground, with a deep scalp wound, from which the 
blood streamed in torrents. 

“You lie, you fool, what do you know about dun- 
geons, and girls that have escaped anyway?” Marie 
fairly selled. | 

Under her impatient spurring her horse pounded, 
over toward the hut. _ 

Marie vanished within the. building. 

She returned almost immediately, just as her father 
came running to the spot where she raged. | 

i Pig-faced ‘Butts and the woman are missing,” the 
“They have escaped.” : 


B What, . just epee Falloux, to the intense sur- 
\ 
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prise of Stewart, who open-inouthed was watching the 
dreadful scene, fierce as a cyclone in its exhibition of 
terrible rage. : | cin 

Falloux sank to the ground, a white and trembling 
wreck of a man, NaN | 

‘What mystery is there in all this?” thought Stew- 
art. “How can the escape of Pig-faced Butts with 
that pallid-faced half dead woman whom I saw in 
that cell, so frighten this fierce demon of a man, so 
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CHAPTER X. 
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PAUL VANCE DOES SOME QUICK THINKING. - 
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Dire peril makes a man think quick. ‘ 
The round hole of the tube of the rifle pointed at 
him, did not give out its deadly missile, as quick as 
Paul’s mind worked. : Seah 
He fell prone upon his face with the very flash 
from the weapon. TORpahn es | | 
So splendidly did he fall, that the assassin who had 
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scout. 


| clamation rushed at what he felt sure was his pros- 
\ trate, dying victim. | 
f Vance pretended to be in the throes of death, for he 
was unhurt. He threshed about among the bushes, 
and managed to thus crawl toa half stooping posi- 
tion. 

The assassin, unmindful of the exact reception he 
‘was about to get, leaped down upon Paul. 
| The Scout straightened up. 
A He whirled his long rifle over his head. 

The gun came down directly upon the head of 
the on-charging assassin. di 
Whack! 3 
“The assassin crumpled up in a heap of senseless 
i flesh. His head was almost crushed by the terrific 
blow Vance dealt him. 

In two seconds more Vance turned the fellow over 
aiter he had firmly bound him. | | 
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was a Chinaman. : 
“Sure it is a Chink,”, Paul cried to himself. “A 


Pee 


chap’s heels, with the blow I struck. You can’t kill 

a Chinaman with a blow, I guess. I never could, 

anyway.” suey ae ek eo 
Vance fearing that the Chinaman had others with 
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of the woods but found 


| no companion of the assas- 
sin. , 
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men on that I know of. We scouts never have had 


oe can’t fathom it.” 
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that he cowers to the earth like a irightened child?” 


i Paul Vance had no time to escape the shot, he saw. 


aimed at his: life, was sure that he had killed the brave 


The man dropped his rifle and with a guttural ex-_ 


He saw through the blood on the man’s face that he 
white skull would have now been split clear to the 


| quick.” - 
him made a quick circuit of the immediate vicinity 
5 “ Now, I just wonder why that Chink tried to kill 
5 me,” Vance mused. “I haven’t any feud with China-. 


_any brushes with them—well, it’s a mystery to me, I 






When he had’ at length returned to the Chinaman, 
he found the man’s eyes were open. = a 
“Didn't I say that I never could brain a China-~ — 
man,’ quoth Paul, as he frowned at the recumbent — 
yellow man. , | , | ! 
The Chinaman gasped. oon iM 
Paul felt sorry for the fellow in spite of his attempt 
at murder and lifted him up and examined the cut | 
in his head. ia tg ea is 
It was wide and gaping, but was without question 
only a flesh wound. ‘ | | : Uae 
Paul ran to a near-by spring, got some water in his 
hat, sprinkled the man with it, gave him a stiff drink 
from his canteen, and soon saw that the Chinaman was — 
back to earth again. ; 
“Why you try killee me?” he asked in true Western 
Pigeon-English always used when talking to a yellow. 
man, by the whites. ; Y 
The yellow man grinned. 


“Game bird, anyhow,” thought Paul. “ That head 


needs a stitch or two.” . | 
Paul took from his pocket a surgeon’s needle and © 


twine. He carried the needle for just such. a time 


as the one that confronted. him. 


Within a half hour after he had tried his best to 
kill the Chinaman, Paul was just as busily engaged 
in trying to save his life. } 

“Stop that,’ he cried, as the fellow winced under — 
the stitches he was getting’ through his scalp. “I am 


-not’much of a sewing machine, but here’s where I 


sew up that cut. It’s surea nasty one, and would have 
killed any one but a fool Chinaman.” 

Soon Paul had the Chinaman’s head neatly bundled 
up. fe 
“ Look like an accident ward in a hospital,’ Paul 
commented. ‘“ Well, there you are, dear old assassin 
that didn’t assassinate.. All ready now to get on 
the job again, but don’t you put your ugly head again 
where I can hit it. Next time I'll make a Chinese sau- 
sage of your head.” = 

The Chinaman moaned feebly. 

‘Then he sat up and blinked at Paul. | 

“Gosh, but- you are an ugly brute,” added Paul. 
“What do you call yourself when you are home?” 

“Wing Tung,” replied the: man. 

Better change your name—call yourself Winged 


Done,’ answered Paul. 


The Chinaman impassively winked again. | 
“Now my boy,” cried Paul as he cocked his rifle, 
“you speak right out in meeting. You confess all 
about yourself or I will make a better job of it this 
time and will put a bullet into you that no surgeon 

can get at, to save your dirty life, this trip.” 

The Chinaman became exceedingly bland. | 
““For ways that are dark and tricks that ‘are vain, 
the heathen Chinee is peculiar, the which I do rise 
to maintain,’ quoted Paul. “Now tell your little 
story. Get on to the history of your life and do it 


“No shootee,” cried Wing Tung. “ All bloody mis- 
takee.” DS pee 


ity It’s bloody enough,” returned Paul, “as to the 


. mistake part, we will hear about that tight now.” | 
Savez?” replied — 


" Thought yo’ be Henri Falloux, 
NAME ERIE cl Sr SMM ph RReN a | og] 
_“Oh, you thought I was that dear bandit, one 


Henri Falloux, I’ve a notion. to shoot you just for 1 


‘mistaking me for that fiend.” 
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way?” 


tom of the Dungeon, 


~ “TY frien’ o-Piggy,” 


_# What?” Ae, 
“Iss.” 


little man from Stewart: 

‘ce be y , 
Iss. ' : * , y 4 f 

“ You mean yes?” ti pe 


sss , 
“If you are a friend of Butts why did you try to 


kill me—I know something about Piggy.” 


= Thought-you-one-dam-scoundrel-Henri-Falloux,” re- 
joined the Chinaman, in a breathless burst of words. 
“ None of that, my boy, or this gun is going off. 
I won't be taken by any one for Henri Falloux.” 
“We try helpee Piggy, we get-Marie-Falloux-she 


I shootee you, too dam-queek.” 
The story was out at length. bag 
“ Oh, I see,” answered Paul. “You are the man 
that aided in the abduction of Marie. Was she try- 
ing to get away from 


The Chinaman nodded. 
Vance felt of his jaw which was very tender, 


“T wish hereafter you would be a leetle careful of: 


your prisoners, for that same Marie Falloux handed 
me about as neat a blow as I ever got in all my life. 


For her weight she is the neatest hitter 1 ever saw. 


She has got a nice punch with her.” 
The Chinaman blinked. 


‘“ How you knowee, we glet gal?” he asked. 

“Il don’t know it. But I pieced it all out. 
she flew by me in the woods I felt sure she didn’t 
ride that way for fun. She is a harum-scarum lady 
at that, but she wouldn’t fly through the woods at 
the risk of her pretty neck unless she was flying 
from some one. When you hove in sight and tried 
to kill me I tumbled to your game.” 


“We knowee Henri Falloux follow; try gettee us. 


We try gettee him first. We mix you wrong, savez?” 


“Oh, you thought that Falloux was after you 
for abducting his daughter so you started out to 
get him, and thought I was he, eh?” | 

“Iss. I go one way, Quong Duck go odder.” 

“So. you two bandits were stealing through the 
woods after Falloux for the purpose of murdering 
him?” | 

ce Iss.”’ ‘ 

“Where is Quong Duck?” 

“ Back with Piggy-faced, and gal.” 

“What?” 

ce Iss.”’ | 

“Do you mean to\tell me that Piggy-faced Butts 
back in the woods with a girl-—what girl?” 

“ Dug up gal out dungeon.” 
“Well I will be darned.” 
Vance uncocked his rifle. 
Chinaman. mk 

“Can you walk,” he asked. 

Wing Tung. nodded. | 

“ Then you hike fast to where that gal is and where 


is 


He strode over to the 


Piggy is, see?” 


The Chinaman struggled to his feet, and led the way 


through the woods. 
. If Jack Stewart hasn’t gotten down to the bot- 


Mystery,” remarked Vance in 


_ “ You're a friend of Pig-faced Butts,” replied Vance, 
who knew all about the f 


you when she came flying my. 


When 
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great-glee, “ It looks as if I was going to beat him out — 


to the game.” ~ , | ; 
The two men then hurried away through the woods 
in search of the rescued girl and Pig-faced Butts. 
“ Well, I have at least got the message through to 
the rest of the Scouts,” Vance thought. “ They will) 
be here to reinforce us soon; but now I must hurry 


to the relief of the mysterious woman of the dungeon, 


and find how Pig-faced Butts found wit enough to 
rescue her.” Lo ae 

While he spoke Vance, with true woodman’s sus- 
picion darted his glances hither and thither through 
the woods. | apie oN 

He got his rifle in working order when he saw 
under a great elm tree the shadow of a man walking 
back and forth like an uneasy spirit. 

The man unquestionably saw Vance quite as quickly 


--as Vance saw him. — 


He raised his weapon to his shoulder to warn off 
the Scout from daring further approach. 

“ Don’t shoot,” screamed a woman’s voice, just as 
the two weapons were about to belch forth: their 
murderous contents. 


CHAPTER XI. 
THE BANDIT SERGEANT’S DISCOVERY. 


Although a veritable fury in language and actions, 
Marie Falloux did not collapse under the discovery 
that the mysterious woman of the dungeon had es- 
caped, owing to the efforts of Pig-faced Butts, whom 
Marie had designed to murder, 

“Oh, Pop, what’s the use of your making such an 
idiot of yourself,” Marie cried to her cowering sire. 

“ Lost! All is lost,” was all the white lips of Henri 
Falloux could utter. . : | 

“ Rats,” cried Marie, “lost, nothing!» Nothing is 
lost while we have the life left to fight with. Don’t 
be such a coward.” 

Marie’s voice trailed off into an almost incoherent 
splutter of French oaths for on occasion Marie could 
say things in French, that she would blush to trans- 
late into English, | it 

Stewart, who was growing pop-eyed from curiosity, 
now managed to curb his looks so that they did not 
appear to be so curious, and he drew near to Marie 
writing on his pad a request to be allowed to aid her 
in some way. 

The girl cast a grateful look on him. _ | 

" You are all right. 1 am glad there’s going to be 
a real man in the family that knows what to do when 
there’s trouble in the air. Pop is about as much good 
as the painted picture of him in our parlor.” 

Marie rapidly wrote these words. 

“ Why did he go up in the air?” wrote Stewart in 
reply. — 

“ He is afraid.” 

“ Afraid of what?” 

“Shadows.” as sa 
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’ Those he raises in his mind.” 

‘’ Phose are the worst kind.” | 

“ Surely they are, but Pop has raised a whole house 
full of them.” URE 2 / 

PN Set 25s, ve 

* Lordy only knows.’ Don’t ask me.” 

“ Was he afraid because the girl escaped?” 

t You bet’ : 

‘ Who is she 

““That’s. our secret.” 

“ Excuse - me.” 

“ Don’t apologize.” 

“I did not mean to offend.” | | 


' 


yr 99 


“I know you didn’t—but look here, Pop's on the 


blink, and isn’t any good. Say, you had better marry 


me to-night, then after. you are my husband I will 


tell you all the mystery; but not before.” 


A river of perspiration began to stream down Stew- 


“ 


art’s face. | | 
He feared that Marie would marry him out of hand. 
“Shell marry me when. I ain’t looking,” Stewart 
inwardly said. “Hully Gee! Is there no escape?” 
Then a bright thought struck’ him. 
He wrote his reply quickly. 
“There is no clergyman here.” | eats 
“There is one ten miles from here in Lame Horse 
Gulch, I will send the Sergeant over there for him; 
he will be back by early evening with the sky pilot.” 
“The time has come when Jack Stewart skips,” said 
the Scout in his mind. ‘‘ No marriage with this bandit 
girl for mine. It’s a quick escape or a quick marriage 
for mine.” 


To gain time:to think Stewart asked by medium 


of his writing pad, “who the Sergeant was?” 4 
“The Sergeant is a half-breed Indian,” Marie re- 


plied. , ““He used to be in the regiment of Indians ~ 
plans? 7) 40 


Uncle Sam organized for one brief season out here 


and holds the name of ‘Sergeant’ which he held in 


the army.” | 


_“ Didn’t the Indian regiment prove to be the thing?” 


“ I should say not. The Indians were too quick with 
weapons to be good soldiers. It took°a lot of real 
soldiers and a lot of shootin’ of real Indians to disband 
the regiment, when it mutinied.” = - 

és“ Ha te? x Re 

“The Sergeant as we ‘call him—his real name 
is “ The Rattlesnake —was the worst of the mutineers. 


He would have been hanged if caught after the bloody 
mutiny was put down, so he skipped to us and joined ~ 


our band.” Pa ey | 
“ Well, you are going to send him for the clergy- 
man?” | rents | 


“ Yes. He can take my horse Queen Bess, She will 


get him ower there and back in a few hours. I don’t 


suppose the Dominie can ride fast. coming back—but 


we ought’ to get him here and get us hitched up in 
time to take the road late tonight.” | , 
“Take the road?” | 
“Sure as you're born. We have got to round-up 
Pig-faced. Butts and that girl. I'll tell you why and 
you'll see I’m right after we are married” = 


Stewart tried to look sentimental, but he looked un= . 


happy. . 


“Oh, don’t cry about it,” bruskly said Marie. .“ T 
won't be such a bad wife at that. You'll have to: lead 
the gang now, for Pop’s gone to the willy-boys, and 
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‘get over his fright, and say, when Pop’s full of red 


# 


eye; he is a holy terror.” EEE iv 
Stewart smiled in the most satisfied manner that his _ 


inner misgivings allowed. 


“Of all the dead queer things I have been up 
: To think that thig girl, 
who really is a very pretty woman, is desirous of mar- — 
rying me right in a few hours, then is going to make © 
me the leader of the desperadoes her father commands, 
and starts me out to get hold of a poor girl she has 
been torturing, get’s me nervous,” thought poor 
Stewart. “ And I, an American Scout, trying hard to 
imprison this girl and her father and to break up the 
outlaws who. have been her only associates ‘since 


childhood.” ) 
Stewart mused over the strange destiny that had 
thrown him in his unfortunate position. 

Marie did. not go further into the trouble over the 
escape of the mysterious woman but turned to Jack 
and continued her writing. . 

“You know that fellow Jack Stewart,’ she wrote. 
“The chap I shot, and whom Paul Vance strung me 
to. believe I had killed?” 

Stewart: had. hard work) from allowing his face to 
betray his feelings. ! | 

“Yes,” he replied,” it seems to me that you did tell 
me something about that chap,” 

“I'm just dead sorry I didn’t plant him, but one of 
our boys came in last night. He said he heard up at 
Grand Forks that a lot of American Scouts were com- 
ing down here to clean up the Falloux gang, and that 
Jack Stewart was ‘to command them,”? — 

“Ghosts. don’t hold commissions in the American 


Scouts, do they ?” wrote Stewart. 


“Tt dunno... Do you?” 
“I dunno either,” wrote Jack. “ But what are your 
Sa haven’t got any, except to fight the Scouts. It 
will take more Scouts than there are on the border to 
t about the stiffest fight they 


CVT AE HE viet ls. 
* You bet,” rejoined Jack. 


The couple were interrupted by the return of the 


Sergeant, a tall, scowling, copper-colored, half-breed 
Indian, who looked his Indian name, “ The Rattle- 


snake,” to perfection. 


3 “Hey, Sergeant,” cried Marie, ‘‘ what’s the mat- 
ter?” ; | | 

“I got a note for you,” the Indian replied as he 
writhed in his saddle as if anxious to hurry off for the 


. clergyman, in which action he had been interrupted. 


Yo Stewart’s surprise he spoke very good English, — 
and which Stewart saw made the bandit gang more 
dangerous than most of the bands that he had had to 
cope with in his official position. 

This Falloux gang was more or less composed of 
educated persons, who had brains to craftily plan 
criminal campaigns, and the brute courage to carry 
them through... ‘3% 


- “Where did you get this note?” snapped Marie, as 


she turned to. the Sergeant. | 
“I found it sticking to a tree with a bowie knife.” 
“Let's see the knife,” cried the girl. 


_ The Sergeant. handed Marie a shining Bowie knife, 


with a pearl handle. Sync Cn 
| Stewart nearly gave a betraying start of surprise. 








ha WN Fie saw ‘he: Bowie knif 
Ps € was one th 
to Paul Vance, | a had belonged 


: Without further Codiocination Stewart saw that the 
- dine was one hit upon by his American Scout friend, 


ance, to communicate some grave news to him. 


a ‘“ Fine fellow, that Vance, is thought Stewari | 
There’s something up. He is anxiots to have me - 


know the news.” 


“ Did you hear aii. Sergeant, while you were 


at Grand Forks, as to this chap Stewart— 
I kill him when I had the Leases ” put in Moria 
‘“ T heard that he was headin’ them Scouts, a comin’ 
hete to do us all up,” replied the Sergeant, 
“ That's what I told you, Jacques,” ventured Ma-— 
rie turning to Stewart as she spoke. 


“You found the note, you say?” questioned the 
Scout. . | 


“ Yes. A’stickin’ in a Big tree, tight ede. side. of 


our trail. Say, it Sin mea shock.” 
The Sergeant held the note out toward Jack. 


“ It’s from the villain Stewart, I'll wager,” exclaimed 


the Sergeant further, as he handed the note to Jack. » 

Jack Stewart, the supposed writer of the note, as 
Jacques Diogo, future husband of Marie Falloux, 
Queen of the ‘bandits, took the missive and- looked 
it over quietly. 

“Open it,” eee Marie. 

The Scout obeved. 

“What does the note say?” aired the girl. 


)  APRhe Seog wrote to grass asking her to read it 


aloud. * 


“ To the  Faltonx Gang— eae 
“I have got your girl prisoner, the Girl of the dun- 


geon. I have got your friend Pig-faced, and with 


what they have told me, qr am going to’ Get Your 
Gang. Remember! 


“ JACK Satoru. 
, pense Scout. it 


Stewart who heard’ calmly this note apased! to. 
be written by him, to the gang, was.amazed at the 


audacity of Paul Vance 


“He is the goods,” thought Jack, “he has turned 
this game up so that I can be told that Pig-faced Butts. 


and the mysterious wotan are safe within the hands 


of the American Scouts, whom I see now have gotten 


my message and are encamped in the forest in force 


large enough to break up this Pant gang. in a trice. 


Good, old Paul,” 
Marie was stamping her foot in rage. ; 
‘ What do you think of the nerve of that Stewart,” 


cried the girl? “Jacques if you don’t kill that Stewart. 


when you meet him, you never can be my husband. 
Say, you will kill him.” | 

The Scout’ took a solemn obligation that when: he 
met the American Mounted Scout, Jack Stewart, he 


would shoot him full of holes. | | 
“When I meet him, mind,” wrote the Scout to 


Marie. “I am not looking for trouble with Jack. 


Stewart and if I did not want to please you I wouldn’ t 
promise to kill him om sight, at that, Marie.” 

Marie dimpled and blushed. She was teemascte 
pleased at the bold stand of her associate, and her 


eyes shone with a soft light as she looked at the Scout. 


“Tts nice to know you are going to marry a real 
man,” she said softly. 
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athe en brave back his shoulders and tried to 


‘ook very. braye. 
i Oh, cable nothing,” “We Peptiot parle 


Mey 


wouldn't mind killing Jack Stewart, anyday, | meet 


“him, riding through the eae if it would oe you, 


my girl,” Me 


owing’ to the stipposed muteness of thé Scout, 
wish | didn’t have to write all these things.” 


MIM ys Sergeant. erinned and nodded his head in ap- 
probation. ‘Talking to the Scout on his part had been 


no end of. a task, as he could shoot better than 


he 


could write, ewhich. qade the Scout. consider that this 


‘seemed to’ be Marie's failing, also. 
. Stewart wrote rapidly. 


\ “Sorry I can’t hear or talk; was, boRy that way. ; 


But you needn’ t write more just now, if your en 


are tired.” 


Never hed my fingers. TPve just ‘got to talk to 


“you. Chi 


Marie then ordered the Sergeant to hurry away for 
the clereymari, and she continued her written conver- 


‘gation with Stewart. 
“ This finding of Pig-faced Butts, and that girl, 


the Scouts means trouble for us, Jacques,” the girl. 


_ Wrote. oa py 
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by 


oe dare not tell you yet. But remember that at all 
costs, even of our lives we must regain custody of 


that girl.”’ 
“To you wart Piggy back?” 
Marie’s eyes flashed fire. 


Her breath came in quick gasps; there was the sul- 


len light of murder im her eyes. 


* No; r only want to see Pig-faced Butts for two 


seconds,” the girl replied. — 
“What would you do in that time?” 


Marie stretched out her forefinger as if it were a 


big ibe barrel... 
She took aim along it directly at Stewart. 


~~“ Click!”? she said. “Dead Pig in our house.” 


There was such tigerish beauty about the action, 
such a truculent wave of.hate in Marie’s eyes, that 


Stewart felt a chill run down his backbone. 


“Gosh!” he thought, “thig woman is a born 


murderess. She would. kill me in less than two. 


seconds if she knew what I was thinking of.” 


But inwardly Stewart summed up the situation, out- 
wardly he was all outlaw, for he smiled at the ex- 
pressive pantomime and wrote his congratulations-on 


the pad which he extended to Marie. 


“Do you know any plan we can put in practice ?,” 


Marie wrote. | 

TUUstiOMme; ss 

“ What is it? x 

“To kill Jack Stewart.” 
“Of course, but how?” 

“T will kill him.” 

ce You: 2 99 . 
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“ Shoot him.” 

But how are you gong: to cet near enough 
shoot him.” | 


to 


© But in’ bhi tnpanuine” Ha tsuat Marie, whose | i 
ithumbs* ached and whose fingers were cramped as all 


the conversation had to be held with pencil and eee | 
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“TI am going to leave camp here about dusk, ride 
through the woods until I get within a mile of the 
camp of the American Scouts, then creep near enough 
to shoot Stewart out of the bushes.” | 

“A great plan,’ Marie rejoined rubbing her hands 
in ecstasy, “ but oh dear—don’t you remember I have 
sent for the clergyman? We are to be married to-' 
night.” 3 / 

“Do you think I don’t remember?” wrote Stewart, 
quite in a sentimental way. “‘ Now, I can get ‘over 
to the Scout’s camp, shoot Jack Stewart, and get 
back.” . \ 


“I don’t know a wedding present you could give 
me more acceptable then the news that you had shot 
and killed Jack Stewart,’ cried Marie. “But do you 
think that I would be doing right to let you ‘go? 
Stewart might kill you, and that would rather put 
an end to my plans for our wedding.” | 

“You could get a second husband soon? ” 

“We won't talk about a second until I get my first. 
But I see you are right. There is no other way out of 
this. We must kill Jack Stéwart. Ii we get him in 
the confusion we ean get away ourselves. I see Pop 
was right. The game’s up at Line City. We have got 
to quit the claim. Well, I am dead sorry. I’ve been 
very happy here with the gang.” 

‘“ What are you going to do with all the stuff in the 
cache??? ‘ | 


“It is safe enough. No one will ever find it deep 


in those woods, but some of us who know the secret 


trail to get to the place. You know it now don’t 


your” 
" You mean I know how to get to it by following 


the big tree mark—yes.”’ 

“That's enough for any of us. But pshaw, I don’t 
care if we never get any of that smuggled stuff. 
There’s enough cash in different banks all over 
Europe to keep us going all our lives. Say Pop’s been a 
Border Jumper for twenty years, and a smuggler for 
five more—man, we are all rich, and won’t have to 
worry about money matters.” 


' That’s fine,” wrote the Scout. “ Now Marie, you 


keep a stiff upper lip. J’ll ride off to kill Jack 


Stewart.” 


“ Good bye, then, but Jacques, can’t you take along 
a few of the Falloux sandwiches and after you have 
killed Stewart take a detour around by Grand Forks 
and leave a saddle-bag full of them.” | 

Stewart jumped as if shot. 

Here came the solution of the note found by Paul 
Vance on the dead Chinaman. | 

The note was burned into Stewart’s brain. He re- 
peated it in his mind from his memory where it was 
engraved ever since he had begun puzzling over it. 


-“Bill—The Sandwiches Will. be reddy, by the first or 
second, at Pops. Get wiseand bizy e 
| “Martir.”’ 


“look out for them d—d American Scouts; two are 


heer; 1 gtt 1.” 


“ All right, Marie,’ replied Stewart, who hung his 
head for fear the girl would see the fierce joy in his 
eyes. “ Just as you say.” na 

“ Say,’ wrote Marie. “I will show you some papers 
I got off Stewart when I shot him; one ¢f the papers 
seems to be a warrant for the arrest of the Falloux 
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gang; if I’d known that I would have taken mote care 
when I aimed at him to kill him.” os 

“Better let me. look through the papers, Marie. 

Stewart’s heart beat heavily with fear of a rebuffing 
answer when he wrote these words. 

“All right,” wrote Marie in return. “‘ Sure, you 
might as well take the papers along with you and 
read them on the way. They are no good to me. 

Stewart’s heart beat again with the feeling that he. 
had won nearly all he had started out to win, _ 

He was about to recover the papers just as he told 
Paut Vance that he would. ~ x 

“Come on, boy, and get those sandwiches, Marie 
cried, “and I want to kiss you good bye, for somehow 
my heart is heavy, and I never expect to see you re- 
turn.” | 

The beautiful girl spoke truer than she knew. 


oe 


CHAPTER XII 
PAUL VANCE AWAITS TACK STEWART. 


Paul Vance strode-up and down in front of the cluster of 
tents, in which could be seen many members of the American 
Mounted Scouts taking their ease. 

He had kept his pledged word to Stewart and had summoned 
the Scouts, in force enough to cope with the Falloux gang. 

e lf Jack Stewart gets my note,” cried Vance, “all will be 
well.” 

‘Vance turned when he heard a sentry stationed without the 
camp challenge someone with a loud, “ Halt.’ 

Then Vance heard a familiar voice. 

“By Jove,” he cried, “here comes Jack Stewart now.” 

In ten seconds Jack and Vance were warmly shaking hands. 

“How goes it?” | 

Vance asked this’ question. 

“ Fine.” | 

‘“Got.all your case ready?” 

“és Yes.” ‘ ; f - ; 

“Get back your papers? ” 

Stewart who was happy at not having to write his replies, 
‘on a pad, and to: guard his tongue, lest it betray him, handed 
Vance his wallet which Marie Falloux, had stolen from him, in 
the far off days behind them both now, when the girl, now 
so violently in love with the supposed Jacques Diogo, had tried 
to kill the brave Jack Stewart, , 

rs Thunder and ages,” cried Vance. “You got it back, didn’t 
you! aa Pete? 

. Yes.” 

“You got to the bottom of all the stuff you need to convict 
the Falloux gang, eh?” 

Ves? < \ 

“What's the matter?”  . 

Jack Stewart had not gotten over the parting with Marie, who 
had forgotten the bandit side of her nature and was all loving 
gir ° ro-3 - . 
_. “Sorry I went into the game,” he said. 

“Oh! Ho! Why? ” t | 

“I hate to double-cross that girl,” 

» Vance gave a whistle of amazement. 
“ Now tell me all about it,” he requested. 
Stewart blurted .out the entire love affair which even Vance 


- could see’ had been ‘entirely on the side of the girl. 


“ Confounded little viper, why did she go and fall in love 
with you?” Vance shouted. ; ; 

“I don’t know. I didn’t ask her to do it, and I didn’t want 
her after she said she had done it—say, ’'m dead glad to get — 
away from that camp. Why, man, that clergyman will be there 
at nightfall. I just got out three or four leaps ahead of -him. 


If I hadn’t that girl would have married me, sure pop.” 
Stewart's face was red under the mockery of his companion. 


~ 
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“ Gallant Jack Stewart!” cried Vance. 


Gets his e-vi-dence against 4 bandit by the si 
3 Fa ca } simp-le m | 
ae Ferra 3 fair ‘dau-gh-ter fall in oie nae Lon 
rin ‘ cae ass-ure you there is no decep-tion prac-ticed by me. 
| ree 0 n-o-t move when the fig-ure of the g-i-r-l1 speaks.” 
cs h rey go chase yourself,” cried Stewart. “You make me 
Neath f ou wouldn't try to double-cross that girl any more 

an ave, under the circumstances, no matter what she may 
. at . e none f° Haters? pull her gange yee ee 

, oy, Often make i a 

Vance and Stewart were q ten 
Pe eat his own thoughts. 

“By the way,’ Vance br i i i ion 
“Where ae toe Eo the silence with this question. 
“Tm sitting on them.” - : | 

“Oh! What for?” (>. 

“They are valuable” 

“How valuable?” 

“ Worth about twenty-five thousand dollars.” 

“ Oh, gwan.” ®, Lei 

“Sure thing,” | 

Explain,” : ; bis hat a a een 

In answer Stewart handed Vance a tiny roll, such as one uses 
on a breakfast table. : ’ ave | ¥ 

Vance turned the roll over. 

‘““ What is this?” he asked. 

“A breakfast roll”. >. 

“What's it made of?” 

“ Flour, milk, butter, yeast, and salt.” 

Vance looked puzzled. 

“Then what's the answer?” he asked. | 

“You guess, I had to.” ~ ¥ 


. 


“King of Detectives. 


“ What is there to guess?” replied Vance as he turned the roll 


over and over. “This is just a roll which one has with one’s 


coffee in the morning—if the cook is good enough natured to 


‘give you one” ; | 
Be That’s what I thought.until Marie showed me the combina- 
tion.’ Fei | | ie 
“A combination? Say, Jack, what’s the matter? Has love 
turned your head? Safes have combinations; not breakfast 


rolls.” ‘ 
Oh, T dunno,” rejoined Jack. 
He gave a roll a dexterous twist. / 


In the center was then to be seen, a hollowed out space. 

In fact almost all of the interior of the roll was missing, 
leaving only the crust. ne 

In the vacant space was to be seen a reddish colored juice- 
like substance, | 


“What is this? asked Vance, as a bitter, acrid, nauseous, 
persistent odor swept to his nostrils. Si Waa | 
“Oh, that?” replied Stewart. “That is what is known as 
Papaver Somniferum.” , 


“It smells as nasty as its name, eh?” 
Stewart laughed. - 


“What’s the other name of this creature—if it is a creature? ”. 


“What you see then, is the juice obtained from the capsule 
of the white poppy, or as it is better known to commerce, it is 
some of the Turkey, or Levant opium, the waxy lustre stuff 
that the yellow men use to whiff their cares away.” 

“ Thunder!” cried Vance. “It’s prime opium, then. 
opium was blackish?” 

“It is after it’s been 
over probably by the last Turkish steamer to touch at Van- 
couver, eh?” 

“How did you come by it?” 


J thought 


+ rae 


“Marie Falloux wanted me to take it to a certain man in 


Grand Forks, on this:side of the line, who handles the stuff for 


this part of the country. I’ve got $25,000 worth of the stuff in> 


these saddle-bags, and there’s easily $250,000 worth more back 
in the Falloux camp.” | 

“By Gosh, I 5 : light,”’ almost screamed Vance. 

- “Hum,”  replie tewart. 

“That Joke akties the ‘sandwiches,’ I pulled off the body of 
that Chink, you shot the day Marie plunked you one—say, these 
are the ‘sandwiches,’ are they not?” | 

“Ves, you have hit it first guess. This is the way the Falloux 
gang take to smuggle their opium from point to point, after they 
have smuggled it over the Canadian border, whence it is smug- 
gled from Turkey. No one would suspect that a barrel of 
bread-rolls, or breakfast-rolls would contain the dreadful a 
destroying drug, in quantities that sum up a wonderful cas 
total. The opium loot of the Falloux gang 1s ere o 

“Well if this isn’t the slickest thing I ever heard of,” Vance 


said in amazement. 
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uiet for several minutes each being - 


kept awhile, but this is fresh opium, just. ~ 





Lory 





| “Vou see Marie did not write that note, but a member of 
the gang did, it having been arranged that the girl's name should 
be signed to all letters sant to the Grand Forks ‘fence,’ or man. 


who got rid of the smuggled drug, for the gang. Having writ- 


ten the note which translated means that a new shipment of 

prime opium was to be made next by the Falloux’s, about the ~~ 
first or second of the current month, which gave the fence a 
chance to look out for the breakfast-rolls, which were shipped 
quite openly as rolls that were stale, and were being returned to 

the Grand Forks baker with whom Falloux dealt, very openly. 
You know Falloux never has tried to secrete himself at Line City. 

He always claimed to be a farmer, real estate man, lawyer, what 

not, and used to claim further that his bandit gang were really 

his employees who worked at legitimate business under his di- 


rection,” 


“ That is why 
handed, as you have.” 

P ESRACty Te So MCAT het j 

“But isn’t that a peach of a smuggling. trick?” _ Stat 
“Best that ever. Marie tells me that they have been shipping — 
hack old rolls and bread, by her father’s bull teams quite as 
often as they had opium to deliver. She says that half the 
time they never even headed up barrels of the rolls, and if any- 
one with any wit had broken one open he would have got next 
in. a-second.” =) s a | 

“But after he got next?” 

“Oh, Marie said she tised to go along with each load and 

watched that no one opened the rolls.” 

“What would happen if they had?” . 

“She said she would have shot them quick, under the idea 
that ‘dead men tell no tales,’ 2 

“My but that girl is a monster, isn’t she?.” 3 

“Yes, but she has extremely fetching eyes—and I wish I 
~hadn’t gone to that camp. Oh hum!”. 

. “Say, it’s kinder tough at that,” replied Vance. 

up the gal who is in love with you? ” 

Stewart nodded. sr 

“I don’t give a hang for old Falloux. He’s a man and knew 
better than to go into such a game, and it serves him right 

when we jail him.” — . 

“But Marie never had no show, eh?” 

“Never had a look-in at a decent game, and well——” 

“T rather think that when we make the round up, Marie is 
liable to——” ~ 

“Get arrested. Oh, I'll do my duty all right”) | 

“That is the hardest part of our business—doing ones duty.” 

Both men pondered silently over this question. | 

Then Vance spoke. 
“What did you think when you got my note signed ‘ Jack 

Stewart?’ ” j ; | 

“T was wise in a minute that you had taken that way to com- 
municate with me.” 

“You see, I had got the woman of mystery and Pig-faced 
Butts in my care, and after you and I had, talked in the woods, 
and I knew just what you had accomplished inside of the out- 
law camp, I made up my mind that somehow I had just got to 
put you wise to the fact that I had the girl and Piggy safe,” re- 
plied Vance. ; 

“How did you find the girl?”. 

“That’s quite a story.” | 

Vance then told Stewart of his great fight in the woods with 
Wing Tung, and his later discovery that the Chinaman was aid- 
ing Pig-faced Butts and the woman of mystery to escape, and 
had taken: Vance for Henri Falloux, in pursuit of the flying 
Party eae. y ‘ | 

“Gee!” cried Stewart, “you certainly had your troubles as 
badly as I had them. You were in some danger yourself.” . 

“Now, then,” answered Paul, “it’s up to you as commander of 
this detachment of American Mounted Scouts to talk with the 
woman and Pig-faced and try to piece out the facts of her 
story, with what she can tell you, and what you have learned in 
that renegade’s camp.” ; | 

“TI suppose that’s what,” rejoined Stewart, “but I am not stuck 
on the job. I wish I could fix up. something honorable that — 
Marie might escape. I hate to arrest that girl, under the circum- 
stances, "a5 hx; | : 

“Oh, tats,” sneered Vance. “You’re dead in love with the 
girl and serves you right for it_all. Now, don’t you worry a 
bit, You may wager right here that she-hasn’t burned up her 
affections so deep as you think, There’s plenty left on tap. I 
tell you, man, you’re in wrong again. Marie Falloux won’t com- 


~ 


eo 


10 other American Scout got them ‘right,’ red- 


~ 


“Got to do 
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mit suicide on your account,’ you just go put a bet down on 
that.’ 

Paul laughed loudly as he: spoke, but Stewart's cyes were 
gloomy. | . 


¢ 


4 


I 


“Anyway I have got back my papers; as I said I would, I 


have the secrets of the smuggling gang of desperadoes' in. my 
hands, and I must do my duty right here for. the last time let. 


me say, it’s tough.” . Sua | 

“ Well, let it go at that,” snapped Vance...“ You had better 
see the woman of mystery right- now and get her story. She 
and Pig-faced Butts are over ina tent near mine. She—but 
here she comes with Piggy.” : 

Stewart looked, up. ie alee 

He saw a tall, white-faced, yet very pretty young woman com- 


ing toward ‘him, escorted by Pig-faced Butts. 


i 


sy ‘s ' 


CHAPTER (Elk » 
THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY. 


“IT am sorry to see yow in such a desperate plight?” Stewart 
said to the woman of mystery. 


“Thanks to your good offices. and that of the American 


Scouts,” she replied, “my danger 
was,” aT 
“Would you mind telling me something about the mystery of 
your confinemetit in that dungeon in the Falloux camp, for that 
is really what their Line City home ts, a bandit camp.” 

As Stewart spoke he saw that the woman was strikingly 
beautiful. Her hair, eyes, and regular features, made up a 
striking type of Beauty, as her hair was of the golden hue that 
goes with beautiful and expressive blue eyes. . 

“TI think I ought to tell you’'my name, first,” she said. 

Vanee and Pig-faced Butts strolled off toward the woods to- 
gether at this point, Vance not wishing to be present when 
Stewart heard the woman’s story except upon the expressed 
wish of his chief, Stewart. Stewart thought it best to hear the 
woman’s story alone. ; 

“Tell me your name, if you wish,” 

“My name is Mrs. Agnes Falloux,” ? | | 

“What?” cried Stewart, appalled by the statement, ‘* Why, 


is not nearly as great: as it: 


replied Stewart. 


what relation are you to Marie Falloux, and to her father—why, 


say, I can’t understand?” 

The woman ‘smiled faintly. 

“I am the wife of Henri Falloux.” 

“Good Lordy!” . 

Stewart’s eyes were as big as small apples: his face was red 
with suppressed emotion. | , 

“Yes, I atm the wife of the Border Jumper, Henri Falloux.” 
: The woman’s words at length seemed to reach Stewart’s 
Tain. : 
“But you are only about as old as. Marie Falloux, Henri 
Falloux’s daughter you see,” said Stewart when he had some- 
what recovered from his surprise. AON | 

“ True, but I am Henri Falloux’s second wife.” 


The woman raised her voice in interrogation as she spoke, and 


as she thus\ invited further questioning, Stewart asked her to 
explain the facts as to her marriage with Falloux. - athe 
“I met Falloux at Grand 


about two years ago.” - | is a | 
“I suppose it was about the time of one of his periodic visits 


to Grand Forks on one of his trips, to arrange matters there — 
dispose. of his smuggled cpium?” cried 


with his fence to 
Stewart. } } 3 ras is 

“T now think,so. But of course I knew nothing about him. 
He told me he was wealthy, owned nearly all of Line City, was 
a lawyer, real-estate dealer, and you know the dash and glitter 
about the man?” | aN AC IOI Sa aR ORES ee) cd 

Nd Ou | 8 er eR ) 

“Then J married him, and the matter was that from the 
first, we did not seem to be congenial.” ithe RMN vg AU NTN 
“Did he abuse you?” . ee aris Mera aper raeNe 

Press a iye oe gee en RPA ical WM nag he 

“ How?” rf nS ; ; Pe a Hehe ne 


‘natural means.” 


ctuelty” | 





VERON WE BER Eas eye les ea ee eg 
“He béat me often, he used to séem mad in his drunken fits, 
and then would turn on me like a tiger.” ce 
“ Did Marie, his daughter, assist you? ~ * 


— 


“She was worse than her father. She resented. his marrying 


a girl only about her age, and she did every act of cruelty that 


Pe 


ingenuity could. suggest, and she is ingenious when it comes to 


The little: fend,’ thought Stewart, “I will warrant that she 
will give anyone a run for their money.whom she: dislikes.” _ 
But he made no. answer-to Mrs, Falloux, imstead awaiting 
her further confidences. i Bei Ado . 5 mp 
Marie made my life nearly as miserable as her father,” Mrs. 


Falloux added, “‘ She tried) in every way. to have me die ‘by 


“She dared not. kill you,” Stewart said, “because if she 


- did there-might bé some investigations on the part of the au- 


heeded correction, by its chief, Henri Fatloux. 


thorities, that would be awkward. for the “Falloux’s. Y« 
your death, in its: self might be easily accounted for if there 
were no legal réasons behind your death,” . 

“T pray you to explain all your meaning.” : 

“ Certainly, The mere fact of your death might be of no great: 
moment, except as to your share in the estate of Falloux, or in | 
any teal.property he may own. You would, as his wife, be en-— 
titled to.a\ share in his estate, and it would be well not to get. 
rid pf you, lest some of your heirs, you having no children, 
might start an investigation to get your share of Falloux’s 
property that might be dangerous to the smuggier chief.” 

“T understand then why he and Marie just matiaged to keep 
the breath of life in mé, ‘but at the same time torturing me 
almost to the verge of death.” : 

“The reason. ig apparent on its face.” 

“T now see why they shut me up in’ that dungeon. The dun- 
geon wae built to. confine members of the bandit gang who 
I went to sleep 
in’ my room one night and I awoke in that awful hole of tor- 
CAPO Me te ag ay ey, Bs 


“Whew! They must have carried you there when you were 


. asleep. They must have had a reason for it all.” 


“They did have. . They were constantly threatening me with 
death it I did not sigm some paper, which they refused to tell. _ 
me about, or to describe, promising me freedom, money, safety, 
food, clothing, for I was half naked in the, darksome hole— 
anything [ wished if I would sign the paper.” : 

“It was lucky that you did not. All they wanted was your 
signature to a relinquishment of your share in any of Henri . 
Falloux’s estate and then, having cleared up the title to any 
property, he might have of that kind, they would have killed 
you, having no great fear of a further investigation by anyone, 
as to your disappearance.” Sikes 

“Do you know why they wished to get my signature?” 

‘For the reason that the Falloux gang is about to be dis- 
banded by the flight of its leader, and his daughter, In the hat 
T wear is a paper written by Marie Falloux, in which she writes 
to her father’s lawyer in New York on his behalf stating that 
you would not sign the paper, he had sent, relinquishing all 
claims to her father’s property, ‘in spite of many arguments,’ 
and asking the lawyer whether it was possible to get possession 
of the property in full, so that it could’be sold at once for cash, 
if your signature could not be gained.” 

“ How did you ever get possession of such a valuable paper?” 

“I found it among the papers of the dead Chinaman, killed 


in. the fight in the dungeon-hut. I abstracted it and gave the 


rest of the papers to. Marie, knowing well. that she would ask 


“after them; but she did not miss the letter, and—well, 1 don't 


see how the dead ‘Chinaman had the letter in his pocket.” 
~ “T can tell vou,” said a dull passionless voice. 
Stewart and - Mrs. Falloux turned quickly. to see who had 


“spoken. =.) ie 


Forks,” she continued. “This was - 


“Tt was Pig-faced Butts. a eee 


“ 


T happen to ‘be able to ‘clear. up that point. The letter I. 


saw given to the dead Chinaman by Marie, to take to Grand — 


use at Line City: 


Forks and post. There is no post-office or stage coach line to — 


we have to post all our mail at Grand Forks. 


~~ ee ee ee 


You. see 


_Marie, I heard give the Chinaman, strict instrtiictions to hurry ty 


_ off and mail the letter, which 
portant,” said Pig-faced Butts. 


l heard her say, ‘was very im- 


- 


“Then you alsosmay be able to tell us what was behind 


| the fight in the dungeon-hut?”’: 


_“T can. ) Chee. Loo, Wing Tung, and Quong Duck, the three | 


Chinese renegades were all in my employ. They were trying 
to assist. me in getting Mrs. Falloux out of the clutches of 


Henri Falloux and the devil-cat of a 


a daughter of his,” 


Why did you wish to saye Mrs. Falloux from the clutches — 
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| of the members of his gang, | hurried/to Line 


_ married my sister; but. 
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“ Because she is my only sister.” 
For the second ‘time that day Stewar 
cheeks, and he turned red. as t 


Well this beats all! “he faintly ejaculated, — | 


“You see,” continued Butts, “1 lived at Grand Forks. When mi: 


I heard that my sister was ‘being abused by Falloux from some 
City. I thought 
to be when he 
got mto some of the secrets. of 
and tried to use this as a lever 


then that TFalloux was all that he had claimed 
I soon g 
the smuggling gang of bandits, 
vuipon: Patlowx! ) oa eng as 
“What was the result??? ~ 


“A hot fight in’which I came out with a fractured skull. 
Falloux struck me with a hatchet on the head, and for weeks 
I lay. out of my head, sanmursed, untouched, and just alive. 


. 


Such brutal treatment no man ever heard of before.”” 


c What was your next attempt at the rescue of your sister?” 
When I had recovered I found that everyone thought I was 
crazy. 1 was not but I pretended to be for my Own purpose. 


The peculiar formation of my face and jaws which makes me. 
caused the gang to name me ‘ Pig- 


look something like a pig, 
faced,’ so 1 kept up the idea by my insane pranks. They finally 
let me alone as a natural born idiot, and thus I got into touch 


‘with the three Chinamen. They were willing to work >for me 
for a certain sum of money I had concealed when I first entered 


the camp.” 8% 
“I see,’ said Stewart. 
“ Then we tried to find the proper moment to rescue my sister. 


The day you entered the hut the Chinaman in my employ had 
tried to get the letter Marie had given another or third -China-- 


man to mail at Grand Forks, so we could see what was in it in 
hopes that there would be something found to aid us. A fight 
ensued——” Sy . Nae a 
“ And I fished you out from tnder the table.” : eet 
“Where I crawled when I saw the fuss was nearing the 


shooting point.” 


Pig-faced Butts and Stewart each laughed as they remembered | 


the incident. . 
“ How did you rescue your sister at last?” asked Stewart. 
“| bad confidence in you when I first saw. you: So I’ still 
pretended to be crazy ahd after mystifying you a while I showed 
you the secret of the. dungeon feeling sure that you would not 
betray me,” replied Pig-faced. pe : 
«4 I see.” v : 
“But you know there did not come a time to get my sister out 
of that hell-hole until you were away on an errand to the cache 


of the Bandits, and Marie was a prisoner in the hands of Vance.” 


Vance turned pink as Stewart began to nurse a supposed 
aching jaw. en , | 

“Marie can hit hard, anyway,’ Vance remarked in an in- 
jured tone. i fe 

A ripple of laughter ran through the little circle. 

“We had fixed matters up,” continued Pig-faced, “ to abduct 
Marie by the Chinamen. They were to hold her prisoner to 


exact from her. father, as the price of her return, the liberty 


of his wife, my sister. But. Marie murdered Chee Loo, and 
then when Wing Tung hurried back to Line City and told me 
of this fact, | knew the affair was desperate, If Marie got 
back to camp before we all escaped it would mean. ory death.” 
“Tt would,” remarked Stewart. “ Marie when she got back 
to Line City hunted all over the camp for you, to shoot you.” 
“But as luck would have it, my sister and I had by then 
escaped and joined Wing Tung, and Quong Duck in the forest; 
but knowing that there would be a hue and cry, and bitter search 
made by Falloux when he discovered the abduction of Marie, 
I hurried the two Chinamen out to kill Falloux, if they met 
him, on sight.” 
“That’s why I had to fight one of the yellow men,” cried 
Vance. “ But I tumbled to the game when the yellow gent told 
me he was a ‘fleind’ of Pig-faced. Butts, I beg your pardon, of 
Mr. Butts here.” ~ | 


“Don’t apologize. I’m still Pig-faced Butts, after all.” 


“ \Vel].” went on ‘Vance, “when the Chink and I hurries 


my command, to join Pig-faced and Mrs. 
Piggy’s gun, and if Mrs, Falloux hadn't 
would have been another run in right 


through the woods at 
Falloux here, up goes 
yelled ‘don’t shoot’ there 
there, see?” 

“ As it was, very 
stopped the imatter bef 


ah 5 KY debe | 
wickly cried Mrs, Falloux, “my screams 
i sha citie shots were fired, and Iwas 
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“Then there is not much more for us to do but start to raid 


the Falloux outfit,” mused Stewart half aloud: “I hate to do — 


it at that. But it’s a case of duty, and I will have to do it, © 
although a fellow hates to arrest the girl who has sent for the - 
clergyman\ to marry him to her) oo. ie th 
. Vanee grinned like a Cheshire cat.» 


5 , 
4 . . 


“Why didn’t you stand it then by remaining there and marry- a 


‘the girl? “Say, I think you would make a. swell bandit, at — 

NERAUEE) swear ee a UES UBC aad m ey yaa bit 
The only answer Stewart made was to sound “boots and 
saddle” to the Troopers of the American Scouts, who stood — 
about enjoying the relaxing that camp life gave from usual daily 
CERES VG URE os Ce Msp aetd oe i 

‘There was a rush of shouting men toward prancing horses; a 
mounting of kahaki uniformed troopers, and almost in a trice » 
a gallant array of twenty-five of the fine American Mounted 
Scouts, faced Jack Stewart, their commander. | 


re “Vance,” ordered Stewart, “see that Pig-faced gets a mount. 


Toll off enough men to guard camp, and Mrs..Falloux. Now, 
then! trot) gallop!” the order sent the Scouts off through the 


‘ 


forest trail at high speed on their fine chargers. 
The attack on Line City, had begun. 


% 


~~ CHAPTER XIV. 


Nin >) JACK! STEWART'S PUZZLE. 

A Ah? 
“Move catefully, boys.” 
The whispered injunction was not -lost upon the Mounted 
Scouts. . | . 

Every. effort was made not to make any noise. 

“There is Line City there, off to the right a mile.” 

Jack Stewart whispered the words to Paul Vance, while right 
behind them visibly excited, and grasping a revolver half as 
big as he, it seemed to Stewart, came Pig-faced Butts, anxious 


to “give one” to Henri Falloux, when the fight had fairly 


begun. Bite 

“Take half of our: force,” Stewart. cried finally to Vance. 
“Cross over to a post directly opposite us, Then you can 
attack from that side of the little gulch Line City lies in, and 
l can attack from this, Then we will shut them in by the river, 
as I will deploy. my men so that they will cut off all the avenues 
of escape on the land side.” | 


“A good idea,” replied Vance. “Look out for Marie, Jack. 
She’s more deadly with that clergyman than she was with her 
revolver when she shot you. She would kill you quick; but my 
‘boy, she would marry you quicker. Fight hard or she will 
marry you, enemy or no enemy.” ys 

“Stop fooling,’? answered Stewart.. “ Just try to be good and 
happy, and follow your orders as a good soldier should.” 


‘Soon Vance was off at the head of his detachment after ar- 
ranging with Stewart that a single shot would be fired by him 
when in position, and at the sound of the shot both parties 
could understand it to be the sure signal for a charge. 

“We will cut the bandits to ribbons,” remarked Pig-faced, all 
happiness now. that he could see defeat and dire disaster ap- 
proaching the Falloux’s. 

Stewart nodded. » , | 

“They brought, it on themselves by breaking the law,” 
Pig-faced.) eh : 

“They did—but still I hate to arrest that girl.” 

“Of course you do,” added Pig-faced. “ Now, it’s always 
hard to arrest a woman but in your case it must be the hardest 
kind of work; although if ever there was a tough, lost to all 
feeling of pity-woman, that girl Marie is the woman. She is 


added 


so pretty also, so nice when she wants to be, so devilish when 


she doesn’t want to be nice——” 
“She is an anomaly, that’s all,” replied Stewart. 
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As he spoke he was searching the outer Siac of the gulch, 
to see if he could trace the movements of Vance. 

“He is a wonder,” he thought, “no one possibly could detect 
that he was passing through those woods with twelve men— 
well, we will get the signal to charge when he is in position. 
He ought to be in position in a few more minutes.” 

Stewart sighed. 

“Say, Pig-faced,” he added a moment later, “ See. that smoke 
-in the direction of Line City?” 

Pig-faced Butts looked pee his glasses and Bex a ashicd 
ejaculation. 


“Smoke. I should say I did see it? Why, there’s lots of it. 
Good Gracious, Stewart, Line City is all afire.” 

Stewart again took a long look through his glasses. 

He could see the flames licking up the dungeon-hut; he saw 
them dart toward the home of Marie and her father; shack 
after shack, the grocery and SEPDLY. store, all were soon wrapped 
in great flames. 

Pungent smoke filled the air. 

The roar of the conflagration could be heard even where 
Stewart stood, a mile by the trail away from the burning build- 
ing, 
Then a shot rang out across the gulch. 

It came from Paul Vance’s revolver; it was the signal to at- 
tack and wipe out the Falloux gang of desperate bandits. 

“Charge!” yelled Stewart. 

He loosed his horse’s reins as he cried: the order. 
down the trail like a thunderbolt. 

Behind him streamed his gallant band of American scmlite: 


Almost in a breath the distance was eaten up by the eager 


hoofs of the flying detachment. 


Paul Vance could be seen charging down the hill from 
the other side of the gulch, his gallant band right behind him. 

The bandits were utterly outwitted and outnumbered. 

A few shots; a few men tumbled in the first mad charge, 
dead, or badly wounded, to the ground. ~ 

The remainder of the band threw down their arms and 
rushed to ask quarter of Stewart. 

He soon had the major portion of the band in irons ready 
to be carted off to jail. 

But by this time there was no chance to save Line City. 

Every building in the tiny half hamlet, half pirate camp 
had been: utterly destroyed, except the house where Marie and 
Falloux had lived. 


_ This board-house was also a blaze when Stewart followed 
by Vance and Pig-faced rushed into it. 

“Where do you suppose Marie and Falloux are to be found,” 
cried Pig-faced. “I have seen no trace of them in this fight. 
I expected he and she would fight like mad wolves rather than 
see their gang broken up.” 

“Come on,” cried Stewart as he led the way into the Saace 
of the room. 


“What’s this?” cried Vance. 


He pointed to a man lying on his face on the floor of the 
room, with the smoke beginning to curl about him, and flames 
of crimson to dart savage, serpent-like fangs at him. 

Stewart gave a cry of amazement. 

He turned the body. over. 

It was that of Henri Falloux, the bandit leader of the Border 
Jumpers. 

A bullet hole directly in the center of his forehead | showed 
how he had died. 

Pinned to his coat was a_ letter. ese 

It was addressed to “Jack-Stewart, American Scout.” 

Stewart opened it. 

This is what he read aloud to Paul Vance and Pig-faced 
Butts: 
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“Dear Jack. For I am going to call you that, after all. You 
think you fooled me by pretending to be the Dummy, Jacques 
Diogo. Take it from me you didn’t. 1 knew you were Jack 
Stewart, the American Scout, the moment I first saw you in our 


“You did not fool me a bit, But I knew then that the game 
was up for Henri Falloux and his gang. And I began then to 
make preparations to get off without going to jail; and you 
see here ] am, free and no danger of jail for mine. 

* So you thought I was in love with you—now maybe I was, — 
and maybe I wasn’t; you guess at the right “answer. It was 
really funny to see how you squirmed when I asked you to. 

matry me and sent for the clergyman. 

“But it gained time for me to get my plans well laid. 

“There is money in the Mountain National bank, at Grand 
Forks to pay the she-cat, who calls herself Mrs. Henri Fal- 
loux, a living for life. I settle her claims on my father’s es- 
tate this way. 

ff As you see the old man is dead. He got on a big drunk 
when his wife escaped because he knew the game was up then 
for us all, and he feared your band of Mounted Scouts. 

“I tried to get him to escape with me, but he would not. 

“So I shot him. 

“T thought it better to “kill him, even if he was my father, 
than to be burdened with him. All the money is in the bank 
now far away, under a name you will never know. Why bur- 
den myself with him? He never cared much for his daughter 
or he wouldn’t have brought her up here among’ the bandits 
that make up his outlaws; killing is just about good enough for 
him, 

- “Tf you ever catch me you can use this as a confession of 
my guilt. I certainly shot Pop, when he was lying in a drunken 
slumber on the floor. 

“There is one thing more; the revolver you were shot with 
by me, I have left at the bank where you can get it in Grand 
Forks. Give it to the girl you finally 1 marry. Possibly some day 
she will wish my aim was better, 

“Don’t think yous will ever find me; in a foreign land with 
a large fortune, I will live respected, under another name. The 
rest of the loot of the Falloux gang you are welcome to, Jack, 
my boy. 

“So you thought I was in ive with yoy Maybe. I was; 
maybe I wasn’t; you try to guess the answer. _ 

“ Marte.” 


x 





s ae set fire to the ramshackle buildings in Line City, of 
course,” said Jack Stewart softly, after they had rushed from 
the burning house, being forced to save their own lives, and 
leave the body of Henri Falloux to be incinerated, 

** And she has escaped, ” cried Vance, “but the Henri Falloux 
gang of bandits is no more.” 


“Think of the plunder of the gang that you will have recov- S 


ered,” put in Pig-faced Butts to Stewart. 
“ And think of the honor for breaking up the gang that will | 
be ours,” cried Vance. 
“Well, it sure was The Border Jumper’s Ruse: ” replied. Stew- 
art, “after all I am glad Marie Falloux has escaped, 
“T hope that letter she left isn’t The Decoy Letter,” 
Vance. 
“-No danger of that. Maric isn’t the kind of a bride a sen- 
sible man could care to wed—but I wonder if she really was 
in love with me?” 


Vance roared as he winked at Pig-faced Butts. 


cried | 
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No. 2. The James Boys of Old Missouri. 


The Only True Account Ever Published of the Most 
Desperate Bandits of All Time. 


This thrilling story of the Outlaw Kings, who 
terrorized the Middle and Far West, is rehicely 
illustrated. It is based on facts. related by  eye- 
witnesses of the awful deeds. It breathes of ter- 
rible revenge. It pulses with intense excitement. 
For the first time the real history of the assassina- 
tion of JESSE -JAMES is set forth. s 


— 


Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c¢ per copy. 
\ . | Me 8 Ny 
No. 6. The Younger Brothers. 


The startling and nigh incredible | exploits of 
these four brothers who terrorized a dozen. States 


are written from the account of their deeds given’ 


by Cole and Bob. Driven from their homes by 
the persecutions of the Federal troops during the 
Civil War, one after another of them enlisted under 
the “ Black Flag” of the. Guerrilla 
and finally joined the notorious James 
oys as members of their gang. 


Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy. 
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No. 8. Rube Burrow. 


Known in Alabama and throughout the adjacent 
States as the ‘‘ Prince of Train Robbers,” Rube 
Burrow held up the railroad flyers and looted the 
safes in the express cars for four years ere he 
was finally killed. Hundreds of detectives were 
sent out to capture him, but his arrest was actually 
accomplished by a huge negro. -Even aftershe was 
in jail, by a clever ruse, he made his captors 
prisoners. 


Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy. 


No. 11. Jesse James’ Midnight Raid. 


-This story describes the descent of the notorious 
outlaw and his men upon a “‘ boom’? mining town, 
of Nevada. As they are encamped in a canyon they 
are startled by a cry. An investigation leads to an 
encounter with several ferocious mountain lions and 
the finding of a woman’s corpse. Proceeding to the 
the bandits arrive just in time to prevent the 
lynching of the husband of the woman, who, it is 
learned, fled from her home with her baby to escape 
the advances of the boss of the town, a gambler. 
Jesse decides to unmask the villain, and in doing so 
meets with a series of adventures that are thrilling, 
finally escaping from a snake-infested cave by mak- 
ing a human. bridge. ; 


Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy. 


$20,000 Reward—Dead or Alive!! 
Read about it in the great book, “JESSE JAMES, 
MY FATHER,” written by his son, Jesse James, 
Jr., the only true-account of the life of the famous 
outlaw. Read how this bandit kept an army of de- 
tectives, sheriffs and United States marshals scour- 
ing the country and was shot in the back by a 
traitorous pal. Read abcut the fatality attached to 
the name of Jesse James; how the officers of the law 
tried to visit the sins of the father on the head of 
the son. Read about the persecution and the har- 
rowing anguish of Jesse James family’ in the graphic 
words of his son and heir, Read these facts. Every- 
body should know them. There is nothing to pervert 
the young, there is nothing to repel the old. » Look 
at the reproductions of the only pictures of Jesse 
James, his mother and his sen in existence, except 
those owned by his family. 
Price, by mail, postpaid, 25c per copy. 
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> No, 4. Harry Tracy. 
The Death Dealing Oregon Outlaw, 


The trail. of blood left by this terrible bandit from 
one side of the State to the other is set forth with 
all its graphic details in this book. With the narra- 


tion of the gruesome crimes there is the story of 


the overwhelming love of this reckless desperado, a 
love. which lured him to his death, a death well 
fitting his wild, lawless life. More than fifty illus- 
trations. “. 


_ Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per. copy. 
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_ No. Z Dalton Gang. 


These bandits of the .Far West were the most 
desperate train robbers that ever lived) ~ In. this 
book is given the first true history of the raids 
and robberies, including an account of the. most 
daring deed in the annals of crime, the robbing of 
two banks at the same time, in broad daylight, and 
the outlaws’. battle with twenty armed men, as told 
by the United States Deputy Marshal. 


Price. by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy. 


No. 9. Jesse James’ Dash for Fortune. 


With a handful of men, the terrible desperado sets 
out to steal the gate-money at the fair in Kansas 
City. He and his pals have a series of adventures, 
discovering the dead body of a young girl, running 
the murderer to earth at the danger of being cap- 
tured themselves by detcetives, finally arriving at 
the fair grounds where Jesse seizes the cash box 
from two men, escaping with more than $10,000 in 
booty. 


Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy. 
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No. 12. Jesse James’ Greatest Haul. 


The awful threat of the “Red Death”? having 
been declared against some friends of the despera- 
doés by a band of night riders, Jesse and his men 
set out to exterminate the gang. 
this purpose carries them ‘on a raid into Kentucky, 
marked by a trail of blood and arson and terrible 
deeds which culminate in the robbery of the bank 
in Russelvyille in broad daylight in the presence of 
scores of citizens and a successful escape despite 
the unexpected arrival of a posse of detectives. 


_ Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy. 





Truth Stranger Than Fiction. 


The most marvelous and extraordinary 
book ever written, “THE MAN THEY 
COULD NOT HANG.” Absolutely true. 
The astounding history of John Lee. Three 
times placed upon the scaffold and the 
trap shrunES Yet to-day he walks the 
streets a free man!!! Illustrated from 
photographs. Do not fail to read this, the 
most remarkable book of the century. For 
sale everywhere, or sent, postpaid, upon 
receipt of 15 cents, 


Post Paid upon Receipt of Price by the Publishers 
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Standing Alone at the Head of Its Class 
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American Indian Weekly 
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This great weekly is a radical departure from all other five-cent weeklies that are now being 
published. 


It has the greatest stories of frontier life, of Indians and of the far West that have ever been 
issued. 

The stories are longer than those published in any other five-cent library, except the celebrated 
OLD SLEUTH WEEKLY. : 


They are all edited by Colonel Spencer Dair, the most celebrated Indian Scout, Bandit Tracker 
and Gun Fighter of modern fiction. 


A new number is issued every Thursday. 
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